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To my Lady * * ♦. 
.Madam, 

YOUR commands for the gathering thcfe fticks 
into a faggot had fooncr been obeyed j but, in* 
lending to prcfent you with my whole vintage, I ftayed 
till the latieft grapes wtre ripe : ifor, here your Lady- 
iiip has not only all I have done, but all I ever mean 
to do of this kind. Not but that I may defend the 
attempt I have made upon Poetry, by the examples 
(not to trouble you with hiftory) of many wife and 
worthy perfons of our own times ; as Sir Philip Sidnevy 
Sir Francis Bacon, Cardinal Perron (the ableft of his 
countrymen), and the former Pope i who, they fayi in- 
ftead of thie triple crown, wore fometimes the Poet** 
wy, as- ajl ornament, perhaps, of lefTer weight and 
trouble. But, Madam, thefe Nightingales fung onlyi 
an the fpring 5 it was the divcrfion of their youth 5 as 
Ladies learn to fing, and play, when they arc chil- 
<lren, what they forget when they are women. The' 
xefemblance holds further r for as you quit the lutt 
the fooner, bejcaufe the pofture is fufpefted to draw the 
body awry 5 fo this is not always praftifcd without 
fbime viilany^ to the mind j wrefting it from prefent oc» 
cafions j a^d. accuftoming us to a (iyle fomewhat re- 
moved frqifi common ufe. But that you may not 
think his cafe deplorable who had made verfes; we 
are told, that Tully (the greateft Wit among the Ro- 
mans) was once fick of this difeuib; and yet recovered 
fo well| that of almoft as bad a Poet as your fervant, 
B he 
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he became the raoft perfeft Orator in the world. $c 
that, not Co much to have made verfcs, as not to give 
over in time, leaves a man without excufe : the forftiei 
prefenting us with an opportunity at leaft of doing 
rifely, that is, to conceal thofe we have made ; which 
I (hall yet do, if my humble requeft may be of ai 
much force with your Ladylhip, as your command! 
kave been with me. Madam, I only whifper thefc in 
your ear J if you publifh them, they are your owni 
and therefore, as . you apprehend the reproach of a 
Wit and a Poet, caft them into Ae fire : or, if they 
^ome where green ^boughs are in the chimney, with the 
help of your fair friends, (for, thus bound, it will be 
too hard a tafk for your hands alone) tear them in 
pieces, wherein you will honour me with the fate of 
Orpheus j. for fo his Poems, whereof we only hear the 
form, (not his limbs, as the (lory will have it) I fup- 
pofe were fcattered by the Thracian dames. Here, 
Madam, I might take an opportunity to celebrate 
your virtues, and 'to inftruft you how unhappy you 
are, in that you kiK>w not who you are t how much 
you excel the moil excellent of your own, and how 
much you amaze the leaft inclined to wonder of our, 
fex. But as they will be apt to take your-Ladyfliip't 
for a Roman name, fo would they believe- that I en- 
deavoui'ed the character of a pcrfeft Nymph, worfliip- 
ed an image of my own making, and dedicated this 
to the Lady of the brain, not of the heart, of 
Your Ladyihip^s 

moft humble Servant, 

Edm, Waller, 
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PREFACE 

TO THE FIRST EDITION OP 

.MR. WALLER'S POEMS,. 

AFTER THE RESTORATIONi 

Printed in the Year 1664. 

WHEN the Author of thefc verfes (written only 
to pleafe himfelf, and fuch particular perfons 
to whom they were dire^ed) returned from abroad 
ibme years fmce, he was troubled to find his name in 
Print : but, fomewhat fatisfied, to fee his Lines fo ill 
rendered that he might juftly difowh them 5 and fay to 
a miftaking Printer, as * one did to an ill Reciter, 
♦ • • Male dum recitas, incipit effe tuus. 

Having been ever fince prefled to corre6l the many and 
grofs faults (fuch as ufe to be in impreflions wholly 
njp^e£led by the Authors) ; his anfwer was, that he 
iQade thefe when ill Verfes had more favor, and 
efcaped better, than good ones do in this age : the fe- 
verity whereof he thought not unhappily diverted by 
thofe faults in the impreffion, which hitherto have 
hjang upon his Book, as the* Turks hang old rags, or 

* Martial, Lib. i. Ep. 39. 

B % fuch-like 
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fuch-llke ugly things, upon their fairett horfes, and 
other jgoodly creatures, to fecure them againft fafcina- 
tion. And, for thofe of a more confined underftand- 
ing, who pretend not to cenfure ; as they admire moft 
what they leaft comprehend, fo, his verfes (maimed to 
that degree that himfelf fcarce knew what to make of 
iwiny of them) might, " that way at leaft, have a title 
to fome admiration : which is no fmall matter, if what 
an old Author obferves be true, that the aim of Ora- 
tors, is viftory ; of Hiftorians, truth ; and of Poets, 
admiration. He had reafon therefore to indulge thofe 
faults in .his Book, whereby it might be reconciled to 
fome, and commended to others. 

The Printer alfo he thought would fare the worfe, if. 
thofe faults were, amended : for we fee maimed ftatues 
fpl.l better than whole ones ; and clipped and waihed 
money goes about, when the entire and weighty lies 
hoarded up, 

Thefe ai*e the reafons which for above twelve years 
paft he has oppofed to our requeft j to which it was re- 
plied, that as it would be too late to recall that which 
had fo long been made public ; fo, might it find ex- 
ci|fe from his youth, the fcafon it was produced in. 
And, for what had been done fiace, and now added, 
if it commend not his Poetry, it might his Philofophy, . 
which teaches him fo chearfully to bear fo great a cala- 
mity, as the lofs of the beft part of his fortune, torn 
from him in prifon (in which, and in banishment, 
the beft portion of his life hath alfo been fpent), that 

he 
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fce can ftill ilng under the burthen, not unlike tl^ 
Xoman •, ' 

* * * Quem diraifere Philippi 

Decifis humilem pennis, inopemque patemi 

Et Laiis, & fundi. ♦ * * 

Whofe fprcading wings the civil war had dip^d^ 
And him of his old patrimony ftrip'd; 

Who yet not long after could fay, 

MuGs amicus, triftltiam & metus 
Tradam protcrvis in mare Creticum 
Portarc ventis * • * Lib. I. Ode xxvi. 

They that acquainted with the Mufes be, 
Send care, and forrow, by the winds to iea. 

Not fo much moved with thcfe reafons of ours (or 
pleasM with our rhymes) as wearied with our impor- 
tunity, he has at laft given us leave to aflure the 
Reader, that the Poems which have been fo long, and 
io ill fet forth under his name, are here to be found a$ 
he firft writ them : as alfo, to add fome others which 
have fmce been compofed by him. And though his 
advice to the contrary might have diicouraged us } yet, 
obferving how often they have been reprinted, what 
price they have boiiie, and how earneftly they have been 

* Horace, Lib, IL Epift. ii* 

B 3 always 
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always inqTiircd after, but efpecially of tatcj (Aakin^ 
good that of Horace, ■ .^ 

Melioradies, utvina, poemata reddit : 

Lib. II. Epift. 1. 

•* Some verfes being, like fomc vines, recommended 

** to our tafte by time and age,'') 

We have adventured upon this new and well-corre6led 

Edition ; which, for our own fakes as well as thine, 

we hope will fucceed better than he apprehended. r* 

Vivitui* ingcnio, caetera mortis enmt. 

Albinovanus; 
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1» R E F A C E 

TO THE SECOND PART OP 

MR. WALLER'S POEMS; 

Printed in the Year 1690. 

THE Reader needs be told no more in commenda- 
tion of thefe Poems, than that they are Mr. Wal- 
ler's : a name that carries every thing in it that is either 
great, or graceful, in poetry ! He was indeed the Pa- 
rent of Englifli Verfe, and the firft that fhcwcd us our 
Tongue had Beauty, and Numbers, in it. Our lan- 
guage owes more to Him than the French does to Car- 
dinal Richelieu and the whole Academy. A Poet 
cannot think of Him, without being in the fame rap- 
ture Lucretius is in, when Epicurus comes in his way s 

"To pater, & rerum inventor ; Tu patria nobis 
Stippeditas praecepta : tuifque e<, Inclute ! chartis^ 
Floriferis ut apes in faltibus omnia libant. 
Omnia nos itidem depafcimur aurea di£la ; 
Atirea \ perpetua femper dignifllma vita 1 

Lib. lU, ver, 9* 

The Tongue came into His hands, like a rough dia- 
aiond : He poliflied it firft 5 and to that degree, that all 
Vtifts fince him have admired the workmanfhip, with- 
^tot pretrading to mend-it.* Suckling and Carew, J 
-'- * B 4. muH 
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muft confefsy wrote fome few things fmoothly enough s 
but, as all they did in this kind was not very condder- 
able 5 Co it was a little later than the carlieft pieces of 
Mr. Waller. He undoubtedly ftands firft in the lift of 
refiners j and, for aught I know, laft too j for I quef- 
tion, whether in Charles the fecond's reign, Engliffi 
did not come to its full perfe£lion j and whether it has 
not had its Auguftan Age, as well as the Latin. It 
feems to be already mixed with foreign languages aa 
far as its purity will bear j and, as Chemifts fay of their 
Mcnftruums, to be quite fated with the infufion. But 
pofterity will beft judge of this. In the mean time, it 
is a furprizing refleftion, that between what Spenfer 
wrote laft, and Waller firft, there ihould not be mucb 
above twenty years dlftance : and yet the one''s lan- 
guage, like the monjey^of that time, is as current now 
as ever J whilft the other^s words are like old coins, one 
niuft go to an antiquary to underftand their true mean-^ 
ing and value. Such advances may a great Genius 
makci when it undertakes any thing in eameft! 

Some Painters will hit the chief lines and mailer- 
ftrokes of a face fo truly, that through aU the differ- 
ences of age, the pi£lure (hall ftill bear a rcfemblance. 
This art vsras Mr. Waller's: He faught out» in this 
fiowing Tongue of ours, what parts would laft, and 
be of ftanding ufe and ornament : and this he did fa 
fuccefsfully, that hrs language is now asfrefli as it was 
at firft fetting out. Were we to judge barely by the 
wording, we could not know what was wrote at twen?- 
tyi and what at fourfcore* H£ complainsi indeed, of 

a tide 



PREFACE. $ 

a tide of words that comes in upon the Englifh Poet, 
and overflows whatever he builds : but this was lefs 
His cafe than any man^s that ever wrote} and the 
mifchief of it is, this very complaint will laft long 
enough to confute itfelf : for, though Englifh be moul- 
dering ftone, as he tells us there, yet he has ceitainly 
picked the'beft out of a bad quarry. 

We are no lefs beholden to Him for the new turn of 
VerTe, which he brought in, and the improvement he 
made in our Numbers. Before His time, men rhymed 
indeed, and that was all : as for the harmony of mea- 
fure, and that dance of words, which good ears are Co 
much pleafed with, they knew nothing of it. Their 
Poetry then was made up almoft entirely of monofylla- 
ble»; which when they come together in any duller, arc 
certainly the moft harih untuneable things in the world* 
If any man doubts of this, let him read ten lines iit 
Donne, and he will be quickly convinced. Befides, 
their verfes ran all into one another; and hung toge- 
ther, throughout a whole copy, like the hooked Atoms 
that compofe a Body in Defcartes. There was no 
diftin£tion of parts, no regular ftops, nothing for the 
car to reft upon : but, as foon as the copy began, down 
It went, like a larum, inceffantly ; and the reader was 
fure to be out of breath, before he got to the end of it. 
So that really Verfe in thofc days was but down bright 
profe, tagged with rhymes. Mr. Waller removed all 
tbefe faults ; brought in, more polyfyllables, and fmoo-i 
ther meafures ; bound up his thoughts better ; and in a 
cadence mor^ agreeable to the nature of the Verfe He 

wrote 
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wrote in : fo that where-ever the naUiral ftops of that 
were, He contrived the little breakings of His fenfe fo 
as to fall in with them. And for that reafon, fince the 
ftrefs of our Verfe lies commonly upon the laft fyllable, 
you will hardly ever find Him ufmg a word of no force 
there. I would fay, if I were not afraid the reader 
would think me too nice, that He commonly clofes 
with Verbs-} in which we know the life of language 
confifts. 

. Among other improvements, we may reckon that of 
liis ihymes ; which are always good, and very often 
the better for being new. He had a fine ear, and knew 
liow quickly that fenfe was cl6yed by the fame roui\d 
«f chiming words ftill returning upon it. It is a decid- 
ed €afe by the Great Mafter of writing, * ** Quae fuiit 
*.* ampla, & pulchra, diu placere pofl'unt ; quae lepida 
^ & concimia,'' (amongft which Rhyme muft, whether 
it will or no, take its place) " cito fatietate afficiunt 
^* aurium fenfum faftidiofiffimum." This he under- 
ftood very well : and therefore, to take off the danger 
m£ a furfeit that wayj ftrovc to pleafe by variety, and 
new founds. Had he earned this obfervation, among 
jOthers, as far as it would go, it muft, methinks, have 
ihown him the incurable fault of this jingling kind of 
Poetry $ and have led his later judgment to Blank 
Verfe. But, He continued an obftinate lover of Rhyme 
tt> thevery laft: it was a miftrefs that never appeared 
•fthandlbme in His eyes; and was courted by Him 

t Cicero ad ii^eankaaiy l.jTr - -^ 

•:- ' long 
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Jong after Sacharifla was forfaken* He had raifed it» 
and brought it to that perfe6Uon we now enjoy it in t 
and the Foetus temper (which has always a little vanity 
in it) would not fuffer Hina ever to (light a thing He 
lad taken Co much pains to adorn. My Lord Rofcom- 
non was more impartial : no man ever rhymed truer 
and evener than he : yet, he is fo juft as to confefs, 
that it is but a trifle ; and to wif]i the tyrant dethroned, 
and Blank Verfe fet up in its room. There is * a third 
perfon, the living glory of our Englifh Poetry, who 
has diiclaimed the ufe of it upon the Stage : though no 
man ever employed it there fo happily as he. It was 
the ftrength of his Genius, that firft brought it into 
credit in Flays ; and it is the force of his example that 
has thrown it out again. In other kinds of writing, it 
continues ftill ; and will do fo, till fome excellent fpi- 
rit arifes, that has leifure enough, and refolution to 
break the Charm, and free us from the troublefome 
bondage of rhyming, as Mr. Milton very well calls it| 
and has proved it as well, by what he has wrote in 
another way. But, this is a thought for times at fome 
diibince ; the prefent age is a little too warlike ; it may 
perhaps fumifli out matter for a good Poem itf the next^ 
but it will hardly encourage one now s without pro* 
phefying, a man may eaiily know what fort of laurels 
are like to be in requeft. 

Whilft I am talking of Verfe, I find myfelf, I do not 
kaow how^ betrayed into a great deal of profe* X in« 

!• Mr, Dryden, 

teiiucv 
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tended no more than to put the Reader in mind what 
' refpe^t was due to any thing that fell from the pen of 
Mr. Waller. I have heard his laft printed copies^ 
which are added in the fevcral editions of his poems^ very 
ilightly rpoken of; but certainly they do not deferve 
it. They do indeed difcover themfelves to be his laft, 
and that is the woril we can fay of them. He is there 

* Jam fenior j fed cruda Deo viridifque fcncftus, 
Thfe fame cenfure perhaps will be pafled on the 

pieces of this Second Part. I fhall not fo far engage 
for them, as to pretend they are all equal to whatever 
he wrote in the vigor of his youth i yet, they are fo 
much of a piece with the reft, that any man will at firft 
fight know them to be Mr. Waller's. Some of them 
were wrote very early, but not put into former collec- 
tions, for reafbns obvious enough, but which are now 
ceaied. The play f was altered to pleafe the Court : it 
18 not to be doubted who fat for the Two Brothers' 
charafters. It was agreeable to the fweetnefs of Mr, 
Waller"'s temper, to foften the rigor of the Tragedy, 
as he expreifes it : but, whether it be fo agreeable to 
die nature of Tragedy itfelf, to make every thing come- 
off eafjly, I leave to the Critics^ In the Prologue, and 
Epilogue, there are a few verfes that he has made ufe of 
upon another occaflon : but, the Reader may be pleafed 
to allow that in Him, that has been allowed fo long iri 
Homer, and Lucretius. Exacl writers drefs up their 

* Virg. ^n. vi. 304. 

•f- <* The Maid's Tragedy}" which does not come 
firithin the plan of the prefent publication* 

thoughts 
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tkdtights (6 very well always, that, when they have 
need of the fame fenfe, they cannot put it into other 
words, but it muft be to its prejudice. Care has beea 
taken in this Book to get together every thing of Mr. 
Waller^s that is not put into the former colle6lion : fo 
that between both, the Reader may make the fet 
complete. 

It will perhaps be contended after all, that fome of 
diefe ought not to have been publifhed : and Mr. 
* Cowley*s decifion will be urged, that a neat tomb of 
mafble is a better monument than a great pile of rub« 
bilh. It might be anfwered to this, that the Pi^lures, 
and Poems, of great Mailers have been always valued^ 
though the laft hand were not put to them. And I be* 
Keve none of thofe Gentlemen that will make the ob- 
jeftion, would refufe a flcetch of RaphaePs, or one of 
Titian^s draughts of the firft fitting. I might tell them 
too, what care has been taken by the learned, to pre« 
ferve the fragments of the antient Greek and Latin 
Poets : there has been thought to be a Divinity in what 
they faid $ and therefore the leaft pieces of it have been 
kept up, and reverenced like religious reliques. And^ 
I am fure, take away the *^ f mille anni i*" and impar- 
tial 

• In the Preface to his Works. 

-f Alluding to that verfe in Juvenal, 

• • • Et uni cedit Homero 
Propter mille annos • • • Sat. vii« 

And yields to Homer on no other fcore. 
Than that ire livM a thoufand years before* 

Ml*. C, Dryden, 
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tial reafoning will tell us there is as much due to tK« 
memory of Mr. Waller, as to the moft celebrated 
names of antiquity. 

But, to wave the difpute now of what ought to have 
Ijeen done j I can affure the Reader, what would have 
lieen, had this edition been delayed. The following 
Poems were got abroad, and in a great many hands : it 
were vain to exjie^l, that among fo many admirers of 
Mr. Waller, they ihould, not meet virith one fond 
Enough to publiih them. They might have ftaid, in« 
deed, till by frequent tranfcriptions they had been Aiv 
]:;upted extremely, and jumbled together with things of 
i|nother kind : buti then they would have found their 
way into the world. So it was thought a greater piece 
cf kindnefs to the Author, to put them out whilft they, 
continue genuine and unmixed ; and fuch as He Hixiw 
f«lf, were He alive, might own* 
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P O E M S 

OF 

MR. WALLER. 

Of the Danger his Majesty (being Prince) efcaped 
in the Road at Saint Andero. 

NO W had his Highncfs bid farewell to Spaing 
And reach'd the fphere of his own power, thh* 
With Britiih bounty in his (hip he feafts [main i 

Th^ Hefperian Princes, his amazed guefts. 
To find that watery wildemefs exceed 
The entertidnment of their great Madrid. 
Healths to both Kings, attended with the roar 
Of cannons echoed from th* affrighted fhore. 
With IdfUNi refemblance of his thunder, prove 
Bacchus the feed of cloud-compelling Jove : 
While to his harp divine Arion fmgs 
The loves, and conquefls, of our Albion Kings* 

Of the fourth Edward was his noble fong, 
^Pierce, goodly, valiant, beautiful, and young : 
he rent the crown from vanqui(h*d Henry's head j 
Kais'd the White Rofe, and trampled on the Red i 
Till Love,' ^iumphing o'er the vi6lor's pride, 
Brought Mars and Warwick to the conquer'd fide : ' 
\ Ncglcacd 
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Ncglefted Warwick, (whofe bold hand, like Fate, 
Gives and reTumes the fceptre of our State) 
Wooes for his Mafter ; and, with double fhame, 
Himfelf deluded, mocks the Princely Dame, 
The Lady Bona : whom juft anger bums, 
And foreign war with civil rage returns. 
Ah ! fpare your fwords, where beauty is to blame ; 
Love gave th' affront, and muft repair the fame » 
When France fhall boaft of her, whofe conquering eyes 
Have made the beft of Englifh hearts their prize j 
Have power to alter the decrees of Fate, 
And change again tfie counfels of our State. 

What the prophetic Mufe intends, alone 
To him that feels the fecret wound is known. 

With the fweet found of this harmonious lay. 
About the keel delighted dolphins play ; 
Too fure a fign of fea> enfuing rage. 
Which muft anon this Royal troop Engage : 
To whom foft deep feems more fecure and fweet. 
Within the town conmianded by our fleet. ; ^ 

Thefe mighty Peers placM in the gilded barge. 
Proud with the burden of fo brave a charge j 
With painted oars the youths begin to fweep 
Neptune's fmooth face, and cleave the pcldiiig deeps 
Which foon becomes the feat of fudden war 
Between the wind and tide, that fiercely jar. 
As when a fort of lufty fhepherds try ^ 

Thejr force at foot-ball, care of viftory ^ 

Makes them falute fo rudely breaft to breaft. 
That their encounter feems too rough for jeftj 

They 
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They ply their feet, and ftill the reftlefs ball. 
Toft to and fro, is urged by them all : 
So fares* th6 doubtful barge 'twixt tide and winds j 
And like eflfefl of their contention finds. 
Yet the- bold firitons ftili fecurely row'd ; 
Charles and his virtue was their facred load : 
Than which a greatei^ pledge Heaven could not gtref 
That the good boat this tempeft fhould out-live. 

B\it ftorms increafe ! and now no hope of gnce 
Among tkem (hines, fave in the Princess face ; 
The reft refign their courage, (kill, and fight. 
To danger, horror, and unwelcome night. 
The gentle veflel (wont with ftate and pride 
On the fmooth back of filver Thames to ride) ' 
Wanders aftonifti'd in the angry Main, 
its Titan''« car did, while the golden rein 
Fiird the young hand of his adventurous fon *> 
When the whole world an equal hazard run 
To this of ours, the light of whole dcfire. 
Waves threaten now, as that was fcarM by fiie. 
Tb' impatient fea grows impotent, and raves 
That, night allifting, his impetuous waves 
Should find refiftance from fo light a thing { 
Thefe furges ruin, thofe our fafety bring. 
Th' oppreiled veflel doth the charge abide. 
Only; becaufc sdTaird on eveiy fide : 
So Ihen with rage and paiTion fet on fire, 
Trcrobliifg for haftc, impeach their mad.defirc. 

* ^Phaeton; 

C The 
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The pale Iberians had expir'd with fear, 
But that their wonder did divert their care ; 
To fee the Prince with danger movM no moi'e. 
Than with the pleafures of their Court before : 
Godlike his courage feem'd, whom nor delight 
Could foften, nor the face of Death affright » 
X^eoct to the power of making tempers ceafCj^ 
Wa« in that ftorm to have fo calm a peace. 
Gre^t Maro could no greater temped feign. 
When the loud winds ufurping on the Main 
For angry Juno, labored ta deftroy 
The hated reliques of confounded Ti*oy : 
His bold ^neas) on like billows toft 
In a tall j(bip, and all his country loft, 
DiiTolves with fear ; and both hie hands upheld. 
Proclaims them happy whom the Greeks had quell'd 
In honourable fight : oar Hero fef 
In a fmall ihallop. Fortune in his debt. 
So near a hope of «ron»ms and fceptres, more 
Than. ever Priam, when he iiouriih'd, wore; 
His loins yet full of ungot Piinces, all 
His glory in the bud, lets nothing fall 
That argues fear : if any thought annoys 
The Gallant Youth, 'tis love's untafted joys j 
And dear remembrance of that fatal glance, 
For which he lately pawn'd his heart in France; 
Where he had feen a brighter Nymph, than * flie 
That fprung out of his prefent foe, the fea. . 

• Vfinu%* 

That 
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lat noble ardour, more than mortal fire, 

le conquerM ocean could not make expire ; 

>r angry Thetis raife her waves above 

i' heroic'^s Prince's courage, or his love : 

was indignation^ and not fear, he felt, 

le ftirinc fhould perifli where that image dwelt. 

ii, Love forbid ! the nobleft of thy train 

ould not furvive to let her know his pain ; 

ho nor his peril minding^ nor his flame, 

entertainM with fome lefs ferious game, 

mong the blight nymphs of the Gallic Court} 

11 highly born, obfequious to her fport : 

hey rofes feem, which, in their early pride. 

It half reveal, and half their beauties hide : 

e the glad morning, which her beams does throw 

K)n their fmiling leaves, and gilds them fo ; 

ke bright Aurora, whofe refulgent ray 

>retels the fervour of enfuing day j 

nd warns the fhepherd with his flocks retreat 

leafy fhadows, from the threatened heat. 

From Cupid's firing of many fhafts that fled, 

Ing'd with thofe plumes which noble Fame had fhed, 

s through the wondering world fhe flew, and told 

* his adventures, haughty, brave, and boldj 

me had already touched the Royal Maid, 

It Love's firft fummons fcldom are obey'd : 

ght was the wound, the Prince's care unknown, 

e might not, would not, yet reveal her own. 

s glorious name had fo pofielt her cars, 

lat with delight thofe ant -que talcs fhe hears 

C % t)f * 
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Of Jafon, Thefeus, and fuch Worthies old. 
As with his ftory heft refemblance hold. 
And now (he views, as on the wall it hung. 
What old Mufaeus fo divinely fung: 
Which art with life and love did fo infpire. 
That (he difcerns and favours that defire 
Which there provokes th' adventurous youth to fwim> 
And in Leander^s danger pities him ; 
Whofe not new love alone, but fortune, feeks 
To frame his ftoiy like that amorous Greek's. 
For from the ftem of fome good (hip appears 
A friendly light, which moderates their fears : 
New courage from reviving hope they take, 
And climbing o'er the waves that taper make 
On which the hope of all their lives depends. 
As his on that fair Hero''s hand extends. 
The (hip at anchor, like a fixed rock. 
Breaks the proud billows which her large fides knock; 
Whofe rage, reftraincd, foaming higher fwells. 
And from her port the weary barge repels : 
Threatening to make her, forced out again, 

' Kepeat the dangers of the troubled Main. 

^Twice was the cable hurlM in vain ; the Fates 
Would not be moved for our fifter States 5 
For England is the third fuccefsful throw. 
And then the Genius of that land they know, 
Wliofe Prince muft be (as their own books devife) 
Lord of the fcene, where now his danger lies. 

Well fung the Roman bard 5 «* all human thing* . 
« Of dcarcft value hang on (lender ftrings." 

Ofee 
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O (ee the then fole hope, and in deHgn 
Of Heaven our Joy, fupported by a line ! 
Which for that inftant was Heaven's care above. 
The chain that's fixed to the throne of Jove, 
On which the fabric of our world depends 5 
One link diiFolv'd, the whole creation ends. 

Of his Majesty's receiving the News of the Duke 
of fiuCKiNGHAM's Death. 

Sp earned with thy God ! Can no new care^ 
No fenfe of danger, interrupt thy prayer ? 
The facred wrcftler, till a bleffing given, 
Quits not his hold, but halting conquers Heaven : 
Nor was the ftream of thy devotion ftop'd. 
When ^m the body fuch a limb was lop'd. 
As to thy prefent ftate was no lefs maim j 
Though thy wife choice has fince repaired the fame. 
Bold Homer durft not fo great virtue feign 
In his • beft pattern : of Patroclus (lain. 
With fuch amazement as weak mothers ufe. 
And frantic geilure, he receives the news. 
Yet fell his darling by th' impartial chance 
Of war, impos'd by Royal Heftor's lance ; 
Thine in full peace, and by a vulgar hand 
Torn from thy bofom, left his high command. 
The famous painter f could allow no place 
For private fon-ow in a Prince's face : 

• Achilles, f Timanthcs. 

C J yet, 
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Yet, that his piece might not exceed belief. 
He caft a veil upon fuppofcd grief. 
'Twas want of fiich a precedent as this, 
Made the old heathen frame their Gods amif^. 
Their Phoebus fhould not aft a fonder part 
For the • fair boy, than he did for his hart : 
Nor blame for Hyacinthus' fate his own, [known. 
That kept from him wifhM death, hadft thou been 
He that with thine fhall weigh good David^s deeds. 
Shall find his pafHon, nor his love, exceeds : 
He curft the moutaihs where his brave friend dy'd,* 
But let falfe Ziba with his heir divide : ' 

Where thy immortal love to thy bleft frinds, 
Like that of Heaven, upon their feed defcends. 
Such huge extremes ihhabit thy great mind, 
God-like, unmov'd ; and yet, like woman, kind ! 
Which of the ancient Poets had not bi'ought 
Our Charles's pedigree from heaven j and taught 
How fome bright dame, compreft by mighty Jove, 
Product this mixM Divinity and Love ? 

To the King on his N a v y. 

WHERE'ER thy Navy fpreads her canvas wings. 
Homage to thee, and peace to all (he brings : 
The French, and Spaniard, when thy flags appear. 
Forget their hatred, and confent to fear. 
So Jove from Ida did both hofts furvey. 
And, when he pleas'd to thunder, part the fray. 

♦ Cypariffus. 

Ships 
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Ships heretofore in Teas like fifties fped, 
Tke mightieft ftill upon the fmalleft fed: 
Thou oil the Deep impofeft nobler laws ; 
And by that juftice haft remov'd the cauft 
Of thofe rude tempefts, which, for rapine fent. 
Too oft, alas I invoWd the innocent. 
Now (hall the Ocean, as thy Thames, be free 
From both thofe fates, of ftorms and piracy* 
But we moft happy, who can fear no force 
But winged troops, or Pegafean horfe : 
*Ti8 not fo hard for ^eedy foes to fpoil 
Anodier nation, as to touch our foil. 
Should tJattnre's felf invade the world again. 
And o'^er the centre fpread the liquid Main, 
Thy power were fafe ; and her deftniftivc hand 
Would btit enlarge the bounds of thy command : 
-Thy dreadful Fleet would ftyle thee Lord of all. 
And ride in triumph o^er the drowned Ball : 
Thofe towers of oak o*er fertile plains might go^ 
And'viiit mountains where they once did grow. 
* The world's reftorer once could not indure. 
That finifli'd Babel (hould thofe men fecure, 
Whofe pride defign'd that fabric to have ftood 
Above the reach of any fecond flood : 
To thee his chofen more indulgent. He 
Dare^ truft fuch power with fo much piety. 
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On the taking of S A L L E. 

OF Jafon, Thefeus, and fuch Worthies old. 
Light £eem the tales antiquity has told : 
Such be^fts, $ufid monilers, as their force oppreft. 
Some places only, and ibme times, infeft. 
Salle, that fcorn'd all power and laws of men, . 
Goods witji their owners hurrying to their den; . 
And future ages threatening with a rude 
And favage race, fucceflively renew'd: 
Their King defpifing with rebellious pride. 
And foes profeft to all the world befide : 
This peft of mankind gives our Hero fame. 
And through th' obliged world dilates his name. 

The Prophet once to cruel Agag faid. 
As thy fierce fword has mothers childlefs made. 
So nrall the fword make thine : and with that word ^ 
He hewM the man in pieces with his fword. 
Juft Charles like meafure has returnM to thefe, 
Whofe pagan hands had ftainM the troubled feas : 
With (hips, they made the fpoiled merchants mourn ; 
With ftiips, their city and themfclves arc torn. 
One fquadron of our winged caftles fent 
Overthrew their Fttrt, and all their Navy rent : 
For, not content the dangers to increafe. 
And a6l the part of tempefts in the feas ; 
Like hungry wolves, thofe pirates from our fhore 
Whole flocks of fheep, and ravi(h*d cattle, bore. 
Safely they might on other nations prcyj 
Fools to provoke the Sovereign of the fea| 



ON THE TAKING OF SALLB. ij' 

Mid Cacus To, whom like ill fate perfuades. 
The. herd of fair Alcmena*s feed invades j 
Who, for reveBgc, and mortals' glad relief, 
SackM the dark cave, and cruihM that horrid thief. 

Moi*occo*s monarch, wondering at this facl, . 
Save that his prefence bis affeirs exaft. 
Had com& in perfon, to have feen and known 
The injured world's avenger and his own. 
Hithei; he fends the chief among his Peers, 
Who in his bark proportioned pi'efentt bears. 
To the renown'd for piety and force. 
Poor captives manumis'd, and matchlefs horfe. 

Upon his Majefty's repairing of St. Paul's. 

THAT fhipwreck'd veffel which th' Apoftle bore. 
Scarce fuffer'd more upon Melita's fhore. 
Than did his temple in the fea of time; 
Our nation's gloi^, and our nation's crime. 
When the firft • Monarch of this happy Ifle, 
Mov'd with the ruin of fo brave a pile. 
This work of coft and piety begun. 
To be accomplifh'd by his Glorious Son : 
Who all that came within the ample thought 
Of his wife Sire, has to perfeftion brought. 
He, like Amphion, makes thofe quarries leap 
Into fair figures from a confus'd heap ; 
For in his art of regiment is found 
A power, like that of harmony in found. 



♦ King James I.^ 
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Thofc antique minftrels Aire were Charles-like Kings^ 
Cities their lutes, and fubje^s* hearts their fhr ijigs j 
On which with fo divine a hand they ftr«ok, 
Confent of motion from their breath they took ; 
So, all our minds with his confpire to grace 
The Gentiles' great Apoftle ; and deface 
Thofe ftate-obfcuring fheds, that like a chain 
Seem'd to confine, and fetter him again t 
Which the glad Saint (hakes off at his command. 
As once the viper from his (acred hand. 
So joys the aged oak, when we divide 
The creeping ivy from his injur'd fide. 

Ambition rather would afFeft the fame 
Of fome new ftrufture, to have borne her name i 
fTwo diftant viitucs in one aft we find, 
The modefty, and greatnefs, of his mind ; 
Which, not content to be Above the rage 
And injury of all -impairing age. 
In its own worth fecure, doth higher climb. 
And things half fwallow'd, from the jaws of tim6 
Reduce : an eameft of his grand defign. 
To frame no new Church, but the old refine : 
Which, fpoufe-like, may with comely grace commandf 
More than by force of argument or hand. 
For, doubtful reafoflr few can apprehend j 
And war brings ruin, where it ihould amend t 
But beauty, with a bloodlefs conqueft, finds 
A welcome foyereignty in nideft minds. 

Not aught which Sheba's wondering Queen beheld 
Amongft the works of Salomon, exeellM 

Hit 
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His fliips and building ; emblems of a heart 
X*arge' both in magnanimity and art. 

While the propitious heavens this work attend. 
The (howers long wanted they forget to feud; 
As if they meant to make it underftood 
Of more importance than our vital food. 

The fun, which rifeth to falute the Quire 
Already jRuifliM, fetting (hall admire 
How private bounty cou'd fo far extend : 
The King built all $ but Charles the weftem-end i 
So proud a fabric to devotion giv''ny 
At once it threatens, «nd obliges, heaven ! 

Laomedon, that had the Gods in pay, 
Neptune, with him f that rules the facred day. 
Could no fuch ftrufture raife : Troy waird fo high^ 
Th* Atrides might as welt have forced the (ky. 

Glad, though amazed, are our neighbour Kings, 
To fee fuch power empioy'd in peaceful thingi ; 
They lift not urge it to the dreadful field ; 
The talk is eafier to deftroy, than build. 

• • • Sic gratia Regum 

Pictiis tiMtata modis. • • • Hokat. 
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To the Queen, occafioned upon fight of Her Majefty's- 
Piaure. 

WELL fare the hand ! which to our humble fight 
Prefents that beauty, which the dazzling lights 
Of Royal fplendor hides from weaker eyes : 
And all accefs, fave by this art, denies. 
Here only we have courage to behold 
This beam of glory : here we dare unfold 
In numbers thus the wonders we conceive : 
The gracious image, feeming to give leave. 
Propitious ftandsj vouchfafing to be feen ; 
And by our Mufe faluted, Mighty Queen : 
In .whom th' exu*emes of power and beauty move^ 
The Queen of Britain, and the Queen of Love ! 

As the bright fun (to which we owe no fight 
Of equal glory to your beauty's light) 
Is wifely plac'din fo fublime a feat, . 
T' extend his light, and moderate his heat : 
So, happy 'tis you move In fuch a fphere. 
As your high Majefty with awful fear 
In human breafts might qualify that fjire, . 
Which kindled by thofe eyes had flamed higher. 
Than when the fcorched world like hazard run. 
By the approach of the ill-guided fun. 

No other nymphs have title to men's hearts. 
But as their meannefs larger hope imparts : 
Your beauty more the fondeft lover moves 
With admiration^ than his private loves | 

Widi 
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With achniration ! for a pitch Co high 
(Save facred Charles's) never love durft fly. 
Heaven, that prefer'd a fcepter to your hand, 
Favor' ci our freedom more than your command : 
Beauty had crown'd you, and you mult have been 
The whole world's miftrefs, other than a Queen, 
All had been rivals, and you might have fparM, 
Or kiird, and tyi-annizM, without a guard. 
No power atchiev'd, either by arms or birth. 
Equals Love's empire, both in heaven and earth; 
Suj:h eyes as yours, on Jove himfelf have thrown 
As bright and fierce a lightning as his own : 
Witn^fs our Jove, prevented by their flame 
In his fwift paiTage to th^ Hefperian Dame i 
When, like a lion, finding in his way 
To fome intended fpoil, a fairer prey 5 
The Royal Youth, purfuing the report 
Of beauty, found it in the Gallic Court $ 
There public care with private paflion fought 
A doubtful combat in his noble thought : 
Should he confefs his greatnefs and his love. 
And the free faith of your f Great Brother prove 5 
With his X Achates, breaking through the cloud 
Of that difguife which, did their Graces fhroudj 
And mixing with thofe Gallants at the Ball, 
Dance with the Ladies, and outfhine them all ? 
Or on his journey o'er the mountains ride ?— 
So, when the fair Leucothoe be efpy'd, 

f Lewis Xm, K. of France, J D. of Buckin|fham. 
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To check his fteeds impatient Phoebu« yearn'd^ 
Though a]i the world was in his courfe concerned. 
What may hereafter her meridian do, 
Whofe dawning beauty warm'd his boibm fo ? 
Not fo divine a flame, fmce deathlefs Gods 
ForhDre to vifit the defilM abodes 
Of n\en, in any mortal bread did burn ^ 
Nor (hail, till Piety and They return. 

OF THE QJJEEN. 

THE lark, that (huns on. lofty boughs to build 
Her humble neft, lies ftknt in the field : 
But if (the promife of a cloudlei6 Day) 
Aurora (hiiling bids her riie and play; 
Then ftrait (he (hews, 'twas not for want of voice, • 
Or power to climb, (he made ^o low a choice : 
Singing (he moxints, her airy wing$ are ilretchM 
Towards heaven, as if from heaven her note ihe fetched* 

So we, retiring from the bufy throng, 
Ufe to reftrain th' ambition of our fong; 
But fmce the light which now infoims our age. 
Breaks fixxn the Court, indulgent to her rage ; 
Thither my Muie, like bold Prometheus, flics, 
To light her torch at Gloriana,'s eyes. . 

Thofe fovereign beams, which heal the wounded foul^ 
And ail our cares, but once beheld, control 1 
There the poor lover that 'has long endur'd 
Some proud nyjnph*$ (com., of his fond pafllon cur'd* 
Fares like the man who firft upon the ground 
A glow-worm fpy*d^ fuppoCng he had, found 

A moving 
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A moving diamond, a breathing done ; 
For life it had, and like thofe jewels (hone : 
He held it dear> till> by the fpringing day 
Informed, he threw the worthlefe worm away* 

She faves the lover» as we gangrenes ftay. 
By cutting hope» like a lopt limb> away : 
This makes her bleeding patients to accufe 
High Heaven> and theie expoftulations ufe. 
** Could nature then no private woman grace, 
*« Whom we might dare to love, with fuch a face, 
<< Such a complexion, and To radiant eyes, 
'' Such lovely motion, and fuch (harp replies ? 
'* Beyond our reach, and yet within our fight, 
'* What envious Power has plac'd this glorjous light?!*. 

Thus, in a ftarry night fond children cry 
For the rich fpangles that adorn tjie j(ky ; 
Which* though they ihine for ever fixed there. 
With light and influence relieve us here. 
All her affe6^ions are to one inciin'd ; 
Her bounty and compailion, to mankind : 
' To whom, while flie fo far extends her grace. 
She makes but good the promiie of har face ; 
For mercy has, could mercy's felf be feen. 
No fweeter look than this propitious Queen. 
Such guard, and comfort, the diftrefTt^d find 
From her large power, and from her larger mind. 
That whom ill fate would ruin, it prefers j 
For all the miferable are made her''s. 
So the fair tree, whereon tte eagle builds, 
Poor fheep from tempers, and their ihephcffds, fhields t 

The 
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The royal bird poffefles all the boughs. 
But ihade and fhelter to the flock allows. 

Joy of our age, and fafety of the next ! 
For which fo oft thy fertile womb is vext ; 
Nobly contented, for the public good. 
To wafte thy fpirits, and difFufe thy blood : 
What vaft hopes may thefe iilands entertain. 
Where Monarchs, thus defcended, are to reign I 
Led by commanders of fo fair a line. 
Our feas no longer (hall our power confine. 

A brave romance who would exaftly frame 
Firft brings his knight from fome immortal dame : 
And then a weapon, and a flaming fliield, 
'Bright as his mother's eyes, he makes him wield j 
None might the mother of Achilles be, 
But the * fair pearl, and glory of the fea : 
The m^n f to whom great Maro gives fuch f^ne. 
From the high bed of heavenly Venus came : 
And our next Charles, whom all the flars defign 
Like wonders to accomplifli, fpring from thine. 

THE APOLOGY OF SLEEP, 

For not approaching the Lady, who can do any thing 
but fleep when flie plcafeth. 

MY charge it is thofe breaches to repair. 
Which nature takes from forrow, toil, and care : 
Reft to the limbs, and quiet, I confer 
On troubled minds : but nought can add to her, 

• Thetis. . fEna^as. 

Whom 
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Whom Heaven, and her tranfcendent thoughts, have 
Above thofe ills which wretched mortals tafte. [plac'd 

Bright as the deathlefs Gods, and happy, ihe 
From all that may infringe delight is free : 
Love at her royal feet his quiver lays. 
And not his mother with more hafte obeys. 
Such rpal pleafures, fuch true joys fufpenfe. 
What dream can I prefent to recompenfe ? 

Should I with lightning fill her awful hand. 
And make the c>ouds feem all at her commands 
Or place her in Olympus' top, a gueft 
Among th' Immortals, who with Ne6lar feaft : 
That power would feem, that enteitainment, Hiort 
Of the true ^lendor of her prefent court : 
Where all the joys, and all the glories, are 
Of three great kingdoms, feverM from the care* 
I, that of fumes and humid vapors made, 
Afcending do the feat of fcnfe invade, 
No cloud in fo ferene a manfion find. 
To over-cafl her ever-ihining mind : 
Which holds reicmblance with thofe fpotlefs Ikies, 
Where flowing Nilus want of rain fupplies ; 
That cryfbl heaven, where Phoebut never fhrouds 
His golden beams, nor wraps his face in clouds. 
But what fo hard which Numbers cannot force f 
So ftoops the moon, and rivers change their courfe. 
The bold * Maeonian made me dare to fteep 
Jove's dreadful temples in the dew of flecp. 

• 
* Homer. 
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And, fince the Mufes do invoke my power, 
I ihall no more decline that facred bower. 
Where Gloriana their great miftrefs lies : 
But, gently taming thofe victorious eyes. 
Charm all her fenfes ^ till the joyful fun 
Without a rival half his courfe has run : 
Who, while my hand that fairer light confines. 
May boail himfelf the brighteft thing that ihines* 

PUERPERIUM. 

YE Gods, that have the power 
To trouble and compofe 
All that's beneath your bower. 
Calm filence on the Teas, on earth, inapofe. 

Fair Venus, in thy foft arms 
The God of Rage confine ; 
Por thy whifpers are the charms 
Which only can divert his fierce defign. 

What though he frown, and to tumult do incline f 
Thou the flame 
Kindl<kl in his breaft canft tame, 
With that fnow which unmelted lies on thine. 

Great Goddefs, give this thy facred iiland reft» 
Make heaven fmile. 
That no ftorm difturb us, while 
Thji chief care^ our Halcyon, builds her neft. 

Great 
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Great Gloriana ! fair Gloriana! 
Bright as high heaven is, and fertile as earth 5 

Whofe beauty relieves us, 

Whofe royal bed gives us 

Both glory and peace i 
Our prefent joy, and all our hopes increafe. 

To the Qv EEN-MoTHER of France, upon 
her Landing. 

GREAT Queen of Europe ! whence thy offspring 
wears 
All the chief crowns ; where Princes are thy heirs : 
As welcome thou to fea-girt Britain's (hore. 
As erft Latona (who fair Cynthia bore) 
Tp Delos was : here fhines a Nymph as bright^ 
By thee difclos'd, with like increafe of light. 
Why was her joy in Belgia confin'd ? 
Or why did you fo much regard the wind ? 
Scarce could the ocean (though inrag'd) have toft 
Thy fovereign bark, but where th' obfequious cbaft 
Pay* tribute to thy bed : Rome's conquering hand 
More vanquifh'd nations under her command 
Never reduc'd : here Berecynthia fo 
Among her deathlefs progeny did go : 
A wreath of towers adorn'd her reverend head, 
Mother of all that on Ambrofk fed. 
Thy god-like race muft fway the age to come ; 
As ihe Olympus peopled vrith her womb. 

D z Would 



1$ WALLER'S POEMS. 

Would thofe commanders of mankind obey 
Their honor'd parent 5 all pretences lay- 
Down at her royal feet ; compofe their jars. 
And on the growing Turk difcharge thefc wars : 
The Chriftian knights that facred tomb ihould wreft 
From pagan hands, and trhimph o'er the £aft : 
Our England's Prince and Gallia's Dolphin might 
Like young Rinaldo and Tancredi fight : 
In fingle combat by their fwords again 
The proud Argantes, and fierce Soldan, flain : 
Again might we their valiant deeds recite, 
And with your * Tufcan Mufe exalt the fight. 

The Country to my Lady of Carlisle. 

MADAM, of all the facred Mufe infpir'd 
Prpheus alone could with the woods comply j 
Their rude inhabitants his fong admir'd. 

And natiu'e's felf, in thofe that could not lye : 
Your beauty next our folitude invades. 
And warms us, fhining through the thickefl fhades* 

Nor ought the tribute, which the wondering court 
Pays your fair eyes, prevail with you to fcorn 

The anfwer, and confent, to that report, 
Which echo-like, the country does return : 

Mirrors are taught to flatter, but our fprings 

Prefenl th' impartial images of things, 

• Taffo. 

A rural 
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A niral jud^ • difpos'd of beauty's prize; 

A fimple (hepherd was prefcr'd to Jove : 
Down to the mountains from the paitial ikieS 

Came Juno, Pallas, and the Queen of Love^ 
To plead for that, which was fo juftly given 
To the bright Carlifl^ of the Court of Heaven. 

Carlifle ! a name which all our woods are taught^ 

Loud as their Amarillisy to refound r 
Carlifle ! a name which on the bark is wrought 

Of every tree that 's worthy of the wound : 
From Phoebu»* rage our (iiadows, and our ftreams^ 
May guard us better than from Cai'lifle's beams. 

The Counters of Carlisle in mourning. 

WHEN from black clouds no part of iky is clear. 
But juft fo much as lets the fun appear ; 
Heaven then would feem thy image, and reflet): 
Thofe iable veftments> and that bright afpe^):. 
A (park of virtue by the deepeft fliade 
Of fad adverfity, is fairer made ; 
Nor lefs advantage doth thy beauty get i 
A Venus riiing from a fea of jet ! 
Such was th' appearance of new- formed light. 
While yet it ftruggled with eternal night. 
Then mourn no more, left thou admit increafe 
Of glory, by thy noble Lord's deceafe* 

• Paris. 

D 3 We 
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We find not that the * laughter-loving dame 

Mourn'd for Anchifes ; 'twas enough (he came 

To grace the mortal with her deathlefs bed. 

And that his living eyes fuch beauty fed : 

Had (he been there, untimely joy through all 

Men's hearts diffus'd had marr'd the funeral. 

Thofe eyes were made to banifh grief : as well 

Bright Phoebus might affect in (hades to dwell. 

As they to put on forrow : nothing (tands. 

But power to grieve, exempt from thy commands. . 

If thou lament, thou mud do fo ai:cne j 

Grief in thy prefence can lay hold of none. 

Vet ftill perfift the memory to love 

Of that great Mercury of our mighty Jove : 

Who, by the power of his inchanting tongue, . 

Swords from the hands of threatening Monarchs wiling. 

War he prevented, or foon made it ceafe ; 

Inftrufting Princes in the arts of peace 5 

Such as made Sheba's curious Queen refoit 

To the f large-hearted Hebrew's famous Courts 

Had Homer fat among(( his wondering guefls. 

He might have learn'd at thofe (hipendous feafts^. 

With greater bounty, and more facred (bite. 

The banquets of the Gckis to celebrate. 

But oh ! what elocution might he ufe. 

What potent charms, that could fo foon infufe 

His abfent Ma(ier's love into the heart 

Of Henrietta ! forcing her to part 

• Venus. f Solomon. 

Frona 
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From her loy^d brother, cotintry, and the fun $ 
And, like Camilla, o*er the wares to run 
Into his arms : while the Parifian dames 
Mourn for the ravi(h*d gloty } at her flames 
No lefs amaz'd, than the amazed ftars. 
When the bold charmer of Thcffalia wars 
With Heaven itfelf ; and Numbers does repeat. 
Which call defcending Cynthi^ from her feat. 

In anfwer to one who writ a Libel againil thft 
Couhtefs of C A R L I s L E. 

WHAT fury has provok'd thy wit to dare. 
With Diomede, to wound the Queen of love > 
Thy miftrefs' envy, or thine own defpair ? 

Not the juft Palks in thy breaft did move 
So blind a rage, with fuch a different fate i 
H^ honor won, where thou ha£l purchased hate. 

She gave afTiftance to hi« Trojan foe j 

Thoa, that without a rival thou may'ft love, 

Doft to tfe beauty of this Lady owe ; 

While after her the gazing world does move* 

Canfl thou not be content to love alone ? 

Or, is thy miftrefs not content with one ? 

Haft thou not read of Fairy Arthur's (hield. 
Which but difclos'd, amaz'd the weaker eyes 

Of proudeft foes, and won the doubtful field ? 
So fhall thy rebel wit become her prize. 

Should thy Iambics fwell into a book, 

All were confuted with one radiant look. 

D 4. Heaven 
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Heaven he obliged that placM her in the ikies ; 

Rewarding Phoebus for inTpiring fo 
His noble brain, by likening to thofe eyes 

His joyful beams : but Phoebus is thy foe } 
And neither aids thy fancy nor thy fight } 
So ill thou rhym^ft againft fo fair a light. 

Of her ChAtMBER. 

THEY taftc of death that do at heaven arrivtf^^ 
But we this paradife approach alive* 
Inftead of Death, the dart of Love does (hike i 
And renders all within thefe walls alike : 
The high in titles, and the ihepherd, here 
Forgets his greatnefs, and forgets his fear. 
All ftand amaz'd, and, gazing on the Fair, 
Lofe thought of what themfelves or others are ; 
Ambition lofe ; and have no other fcope. 
Save Carlifle's favour to employ their hope. 
The • Thracian could (though all thofe tales were true 
The bold Greeks tell) no greater wonders do : 
Before his feet fo fheep and lions lay, 
Fearlefs, and wrathlefs, virhile they heard him play. 
The gay, the wife, the gallant, and the grave. 
Subdued alike, all but one paifion have s 
No worthy mind, but finds in her*s there is 
Something proportioned to the rule of his : 



• Orpheus. 
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While fhe with chcarfiil, but impartial grace, 
(Bom for no one, but to delight fhe race 
Of men) like Phoebus, fo dividfes her light, 
And warms us, that (he ftoops not from her height, 

TO PHYLLIS. 

PHYLLIS, 'twas Love that injur'd you. 
And on that rock your Thyrfis threw j 
Who for proud Caelia could have dyM, 
While 3rou no lefs accusM his pride. 

Fond Love his darts at random throws. 
And nothing fprings from what he fows ; 
From foes difcharg*d as often meet 
The fliining points of arrows fleet. 
In the wide air creating fire i 
As ibuls that j.oin in one deilre. 

Love made the lovely Venus burn 
In vain, and for the * cold youth mourn. 
Who the purfuit of churliHi beafts 
Prefcr'd, to fleeping on her breafts. 

Love makes fo many hearts the prize 
Of the bright Carlifle's conc^uering eyes ; 
Which ilie regards no more, than they 
The tears of lefler Beauties weigh. 
So have I feen the loft clouds pour 
Into the fea an ufelefs ihower; 
And the vex'd failors curfe the rain„ 
For which poor fliepherds prayM in vain* 

^ Adonis* 

Then, 
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1*hen, Phyllis, fince our pafHons are 
Xjrovem'd by chance j and not the care, 
3But fport of Heaven, which takes delight 
' To look tipon this Parthian fight 
Of Love, ftill flying, or in chafe. 
Never encountering Face to face; 
No more to Love we'll facrifice, 
But to the beft of Deities : 
And let our hearts, which Love di$joinM> 
By his kind mother be combined. 

To my Lord of NORTHUMBERLAND^ 
upon the Death of his Lady. 

TO this great lofs a fea of tears is due : 
But the whole debt not to be paid by you. 
Charge not yourfelf with all, nor render vain 
Thofe fhowers, the eyes of us your fervants rain* 
Shall grief contraft the largenefs of that heart. 
In which nor fear, nor anger, has a part ? 
Virtue would blufh, if time fliould boaft (which driest 
Her fole child dead, the tender mother's eyes) 
Your mind's relief 5 where reafon triumphs fo 
Over all paflions, that they ne'er could grow 
Beyond their limits in your noble breaft. 
To harm another, or impeach your reft. 
This we obferv'd, delighting to obey 
One, who did never from his great felf ftray : 
Whofe mild example feemed to engage 
Th' obfequious feas, and teach them not to rage. 

Th« 
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The brave ^inilius, his great chai'ge laid down, 
(The fojrce of Rome, and fate of Macedon) 
In his loft fons did feel the cruel ftroke 
Of changing Fortune; and thus highly fpoke 
Before Rome's people; *' We did oft implore, 
*' That if the heavens had any bad in ore 
** For yoiir ^milius, they would pour that ill 
*^ On hia own houfe, and let you flouriih ftill/^ 
You on the barren feas, my Lord, have fpent 
Whole fprings ; and fummers to the public lent : 
Sufpended all the pleafures of your life. 
And ihorten'd the ihort joy of fuch a wife : 
For which your country's more obliged, than 
For many lives of old, lefs happy, men. 
You, that faj^ve facrific'd fo great a part 
Of youth, and private blifs, ought to impart 
Your forrow teo ; and give your friends a right 
As well in your affli6):ion, as delight. 
Then with ^milian-courage bear this crofs. 
Since public perfons only public lofs 
Ought to aifeft. And though her form, and youths 
Her application to your will, and tnith ; 
That noble fweetnefs, and tliat humble ftate, 
(All fnatch'd away by fuch a ha% fate !) 
Might give excufe to any common breaft. 
With the huge weight of fo juft grief opprtft 1 
Yet let no portion of your life be ftain'd 
With paflion, but your charaf^er maintained 
To the laft aft : it is enough her ftone 
May honoured be with fuperfcription 

5 Of 
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Of the fole Lady, who had power to move 
The great Northumberland to grieve, and love. 

To my L o R D Admiral, of his late Sicknefs 
and Recovery. 

WITH joy like ours, the Thracian youth invadei 
Orpheus, returning from th' Elyiian (hades.^ 
Embrace the Hero, and his ftay implore ; 
Make it their public fuit, he would no more 
Defert them fo ; and for his fpoufe*s fake. 
His vani(h'd love, tempt the Lethean laket 
The Ladies too, the brighteft of that time,. 
(Ambitious all his lofty bed to climb) 
Their doubtful hopes with expe£iati6to fted. 
Who fhall the fair Euryrfice fucceed : 
Euiydice! for whom his numerous moan 
Makes liftening trees and fkvage moimtains groan : 
Through all the air his founding firings dilate 
Sorrow, like that which touch'd our hearts of late. 
Your pining Acknefs, ami your reftlefs pain. 
At once th« land affe^ing, and the Main : 
When the glad news that you were Admiral 
Scarce through the nation fpread, 'twas fear'd by alt 
That our great Charles, whofe wifdom (hines in you,. 
Would be perplexed how to chufe a new. 
So more than private was the joy, and grief, 
That at the worft it gave our fouls relief. 
That in our age fuch fenfe of virtue liv'd ; 
They joy'd fo juftly, and fo juftly gricv'd^ 

JNatiure 
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tlature (her faircft lights eclipfed) fcems 

Herfelf to fufFer in thofe fliarp extremes t 

While not from thine alone thy blood retires. 

But from thofe cheeks which all the world admires* 

The ftem thus threatened, and the fap in thee. 

Droop all the branches of that noble tree ! 

Their beauty they, and we our love fufpend. 

Nought can our wiflies, fave thy health, intend. 

As lilies over-charg*d with rain, they bend 

Their beauteous heads, and with high Heaven contend s 

Fold thee within their fnowy arms, and cry 

He is too faultlefs, and too young, to die. 

So like Immortals round about thee they 

Sit, that they fright approaching Death away* ' 

Who would not languiib, by fo fair a train 

To be lamented, and reftorM again ? 

Or thus with-held, what hafty foul would go. 

Though to the Bleft ? 0*er her Adonis fo 

Fair Venus moumM, and with the precious fliower 

Of her warm tears cherifh*d the fpringing flower. 

The next fupport, fair hope of your great name^ 
And fecond pillar of that noble frame. 
By lofs of thee would no advantage have, 
But ftcp by ftep purfue thee to the grave. 

And now, relefitlefs Fate about to end 
The line, which backwai-ds does fo far extend 
That antique ftock, which ftill the world fupplies 
With braveft fpirits, and with brighteft eyes ; 
Kind Phoebus interpofmg, bid me fay 
SvLch ftorms no more (hall ihake that houfe i but they 

Like 
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Like Neptune, and his • fca-born Niece, fhall bfe 
The (hining glories of the land and fea : 
With courage guard, and beauty wanii, our age ; 
And lovers fill with like poetic rage. 

SONG. 

STAY, Phcebus, ftay! 
The world to which you fly Co faft. 
Conveying day 
From us to them, can pay your hafte 
With no fuch objeft, nor falute your rife 
With no fuch wonder, as De Mornay's eyes. 

Well does this prove 
The error of thofe antique books. 

Which made you move 
About the world : her charming looks 
Would fix your beams, and make it ever day. 
Did not the rolling earth fnatch her away. 

On my Lady Dorothy Sidney's Picture. 

SUCH was Philoclea, and fuch f Doms' flame 5 
The X matchlefs Sidney, that immortal frame 
Of perfeft beauty, on two pillars plac*d s 
Not his high fancy could one pattern, grac'd 
With fuch extremes of excellence, compofe j 
Wonders fo diftant in one face difclofe I 

• Ycflus. t Famda. { Sk Phi% Sidiie^r. 

Such 
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Such chearful modcfty, fuch humble ftatc, 

Moves certain love j but with as doubtful fate, 

As when, beyond our gi-eedy reach, we fee 

Inviting fruit on too fublime a tree. 

All the rich flowers through his Arcadia founds 

AmazM we fee in this one garland bound* 

Had but this copy (which the artift took 

From the fair pifture of that noble book) 

Stood at Kalander's, the brave friends • had jarr'd j 

And, rivals made, th' enfuing ftory marr'd. 

Juft nature, flrft inftni£led by his thought, 

In his own houfe thus pra£^isM what he taught t 

This glorious piece tranfcends what he could think $ 

So much his blood is nobler than his ink ! 

TO VAN DYCK, 

RARE Artifan, whofe pencil moves 
Not our delights alone, but loves I 
From thy fhop of beauty we 
Slaves return, that entered free. 
The heedlefs lover does not know 
Whofe eyes they are that wound him fo ; 
But, confounded with thy art. 
Inquires her name that has his heart. 
Another, who did long refrain. 
Feels his old wound bleed frefli again^ 
With dear remembrance of that face. 
Where now he reads new hope of grace : 



* Pyrocles and Mufidorus* 
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Nor fcorn nor cruelty does find : 

But gladly fufFers a falfe wind 

To blow the aflies of defpalr 

From the reviving brand of care. 

Fool ! that forgets her fhibbom look , 

This foftncfs from thy finger took. 

Strange ! that thy hand ihould not infpire 

The beauty only, but the fire : 

Not the foim alone, and grace. 

But aft, and power, of a face. 

May'ft thou yet thyfelf as well. 

As all the world befides, excel ! 

So you th' unfeigned trutli rehearfe, 

(That I may make it live in verfe) 

Why thou couldft not, at one afTay, 

That face to after-times convey. 

Which this admires. Was it thy wit 

To make her oft before thee fit ? 

Confefs, and we '11 forgive thee this : 

For who would not repeat that blifs ? 

And fi-equent fight of fuch a dame 

Buy, with the hazard of his fame ? 

Yet who can tax thy blamelefs (kill. 

Though thy good hand had failed ftill ; 

When nature's felf fo often cn*s ? 

She for this many thoufand years 

Seems to have pradlisM with much care. 

To frame the race of women fair j 

Yet never could a perfefl birth 

Produce before^ to grace the earth : 

\Vhkl 
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Which ^yaxed old, ere it could fee 
Her that amaz'd thy Art, and thee. 

But now 'tis done, O let me know 
Where thofe immortal colors grow. 
That could this deathlefs piece compofe ? 
In lilies ? or the fading rofe ? 
No; for this theft thou haft climbM higher. 
Than did Prometheus for liis fire. 

AT PENS-HURST. 

HA D Dorothea liv'd when mortals made 
Choice of their Deities, this facred fliade 
Had held an altar to her power, that gave 
The peace and glory which thefe alleys have : 
Embroi^erM fo with flowers where (he flood. 
That it became a garden of a wood. 
Her prefence has fuch more than human grace, 
That it can civilize the rudeft place : 
And beauty too, and order can impart. 
Where nature ne'er intended it, nor art, ^• 

The plants acknowledge this, and her admire. 
No lefs than thofe of old did Orpheus' lyre : 
If fhe fit down, with tops all tow'rds her bow'd. 
They round about her into arbors crowd : 
Or if fhe walk, in even ranks they ftand. 
Like ibrae well-marfhal'd and obfequious band. 
Amphion fo made ftones and timber leap 
Into fair figures, from a confus'd heap : 
Ajad in the f^mmetry of her parts is found .f 

A power, like that of harmony in found, . ^ 

E ' Yc 
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Ye lofty beeches y tell this matchlefs dame, ' Ik 

That if together ye fed all out flame, | >j3: 

It could not equalize the hundredth part. 
Of what her eyes have kindled in my heart ! ■■ ' ^ 

Go, boy, and carve rfiis paflion on the bark 
Of yonder tree, which ftands the facred mark 
Of noble Sidney's birth ; when fuch benign. 
Such more than mortal-making ftars did ihine | 
That there they cannot but for ever prove 
The monument and pledge of humble love : 
His humble love, whofe hope fhall ne*er rife higher^ 
Than for a pardon that he dares admire. 

TO MY LORD OF LEICESTER. 

NO T that thy trees at Pens-Hurft groan^ 
Opprefied with their timely load j 
And fcem to make their filent moan. 

That their great Lord is now abroad s 
They to delight his tafte, or eye, 
Would ipend themfelves in fruit, and dye. 
Not that thy harmlefs deer repine. 

And think themfelves unjuftly flain 
By any other hand than thine, 

Whofe arrows they would gladly ftain : 
No, nor thy friends, which hold too dear 
That peace with France, which keeps thee diere» 

All thefe are lefs than that great caufe. 

Which now cxafts your prefence here j 
Wherein there meet the divers laws 

Of public and domeftic care^ 

For 
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For aiie bright Nymph our youth contends. 
And on your prudent choice depends. 

Not the bright ihicld of * Thetis' fon, 

(For which fuch ftem debate did rife. 
That the great Ajax Telamon 

Refused to live without the prize) 
Thofe Achive Peers did more engage^ 
Than (he the gallants of our age. 

That beam of beauty, which begim 

To warm us fo, when thou wert here. 
Now fcorches like the raging fun. 

When Sirius does firft appear. 
O fix this flame ; and let defpair 
Redeem the reft from endlefs care ! 

Of the Lady who can ileep when (ht pleaies. 

NO wonder Sleep from careful lovers flies. 
To bathe himfelf in Sachariffa's eyes. 
As fair Aftraea once from earth to heaven. 
By fhrife and loud impiety was driven : 
So with our plaints offended, and our tears. 
Wife Somnus to that paradife repairs $ 
Waits on her will, and wretches does forfake, 
To;c<)urt the Nymph, for whom thofc wretches wake. 
More proud than Phoebus of his throne of gold 
Is the fo£t God, thofe ibfter limbs to hold 2 

• Achilles. 
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Kor W0UI4 exchange with Jove, to hide the ikies 
In darkning clouds, the power to clofe her eyes : 
Eyes, which Co far all other lights control. 
They warm our mortal parts, but thefe our foul ! 

Let her freft fpirit, whofe unconquered breaft 
Holds fuch deep quiet, and untroubled reft. 
Know, that though Venus and her fon ihould fparc 
Her rebel hearty and never teach her care 5 
Yet Hymen may in force his vigils keep 5 
And, for another's joy, fufpend her fleep. 

Of tht'Mif-report of her being painted. 

AS when a fort of wolves infeft the night. 
With their wild bowlings at fair Cynthia's ligh^^ 
The noife may chafe fweet (lumber from her eyes. 
But never reach the miftrefs of the fkies : 
So, .with the 'news of SachariiTa's wrongs, 
Her vexed fervants blame thofe envious tongues : 
Call Love to witnefs, that no painted fire 
Can fcorch men fo, or kindle fuch defire : 
While, unconcerned, fhe feems movM no more ^ 
With this new malice, than our loves before ; 
3ut, from the height of her great mind, looks down^ 
On both our pailions, without fmile or frown. 
So little care of what is done below 

.Hath the bright dame, whom Heaven aflfe^eth Ca\ 
Paints her, 'tis true : with the fame hand which fpi-ead^ 
Like glorious colors, through the fioweiy meads } 
When lavifti nature with her beft attire 
Clothes the gay fpring, the feafon of defu-e. 

- * * - Paints 
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fain^ her^ *tls true, and does her cheek adorn. 
With the fame art wherewith flic paints the room : 
With the fame art, wherewith (he gildeth fo 
Thofc painted clouds which form Thaumantias' bow. 

Of her paffing through a Crowd of People. 

AS Jn old Chaos (heaven with earth confus'd, , 
And ftars with rocks together cruHiMandbruisM) 
The Sun his light no further could extend 
Than the next hill, which on his (lioulders lean''d t 
So in this throng bright SachariiTa farM, 
Opprefs'd by thofe who ftrove to be her guard ; 
As fliipSy though never fo obfequious, fall 
Foul in a tempeft on their Admiral. 
A greater favor this diforder brought 
Unto her fervants, than their awful thought 
Durft entertain, when thus compelled they preil 
Th^ yielding marble of her fnowy brcaft. 
While Love infults, difguifcd in the cloud. 
And welcome force, of that unruly crowd. 
$o th! amorous tree, while yet the air is calm, 
Juft diftance keeps from his defired Palm : 
But when the wind her ravifli'd branches throws 
Into his arms, and mingles all their boughs -, 
Though loth jie feems her tender leaves to prefs. 
More loth he is that friendly ftorm fliould ceafej 
Finom wKofe rude bounty he the double" ufe 
At once receives, of pleafure and excufe. 

E $ 'The 
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The Story of Phoebus and Daphne applied^ 

TH Y R S I S, a youth of the infpired train. 
Fair Sachai'ifla lovM, but lovM in vain : 
Like Phoebus fung the no lefs amorous boy; 
Like Daphne flie, as lovely, and as coy ! 
With Numbers he the flying Nymph purfues $ 
With Numbers fuch as Phoebus' felf might ufc? 
Such is the chace, when love and fancy leads. 
O'er craggy mountains, and through flowery meads } 
Invoked to teftify the lover's care, 
Or form fome image of his cruel Fair. 
Urg'd with his fury, like a wounded deer. 
O'er thefe he fled j and now approaching near. 
Had reach'd the Nymph with his harmonious Lay, 
Whom all his charms could not incline to fl:ay. 
Yet, what he fung in his immortal ftrain. 
Though unfuccefsful, was not fung in vain : 
All, but the Nymph that fhould redrefs his wrongs 
Attend his paflion, and approve his fong. 
Like Phoebus thus, acquiring unfought praifc. 
He catch'd at love, and flll'd his arms with bays. 

FABULA PHOEBI ET DAPHNES. 

AR C AD I jE juvenis Thyrfis, Phcebique facerdos, 
Ingenti fruftra SacharifTae ardebat amore. 
Haud Deus ipfe olim Daphni majora canebat; 
|4ec fuit afperior Daphne, nee pulchrior ilia : 
Carminibus Phoebo dignis premit ille fugacem 
P^r nipeS) per faxa, volans per florida vates 

PafcuAs 
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Pafcua : formofam nunc his componere Nynipham, 
Nunc nils crudelem infana mente folebat. 
Audiit ilia procul miferum^ cytharamque fonantem} 
Audiit, at nullis refpexit mota querelis ! 
Ne tamen omnino caneret defertus, ad alta 
Sidera perculfi rcfeiiint nova carmina montes. 
Sic, non qusefltis cumulatus laudibus, olim 
Elapsa reperit Daphne fua laurca Phgebus. 

SONG. 

SAY, lovely Dream ! v^ere coiildft thou find 
Shades to counteifeit that face ? 
Colors of this glpHous kind 

Come not from any mortal place. 

In heaven itfelf thou IVire wcrt dreft 

With that angel-like difguife : 
Thus deluded am I blcll, 

And fee my joy with clofed eyes. 

But ahl this image is too kind 

To be other than a dream : 
Cruel Sachariffa's mind 

Never put on that fwcet extreme ! 

Fair Dream ! if thou intend'ft me grace,. 

Change that heavenly face of thine ; 
Paint defpis'd love in diy face. 

And make it to a^^ear like mine. 

E 4 Pale 
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Pale, wan, and meagre let it look. 

With a pity-moving Ihape j 
Snch as wander by the brook 

Of Lethe, or from graves efcape. 

Then to that matchlefs Nymph appear. 

In whofe fliape thou fliineft fo j 
Softly in hec ileeping ear. 

With humble words exprefs my woe. 

Perhaps from greatnefs, ftate, and pride, 

Thds Airprifed flie may fall : 
Sleep does difproportion hide. 

And, death refembling, equals all. 

TO MRS. BRAUGHTON, 
Servant toSACKARissA. 

FAIR fellow-feryant J may your gentle ear 
Prove more propitious to my (lighted care. 
Than the bright dame'^ we ferve : for her relief 
(Vex'd with the long exprefllons of my grief) 
Receive thefe plaints : nor will her high difdain 
Forbid my humble 'Mufe to court her train. 
So, in thofe nations which the fun adore. 
Some modeft Perfian, or fome weak-eyed Moor, 
No higher dares advance his dazzled fight, 
Than to fome gilded cloud, which.near the light 
Of their afcending God adorns .the eaft, . 
And, graced with his beams, out-fhines the reft. 



,Thy 




T'O MRS. BRAUGHTON. 

ly (kilful hand contributes to our woe, 

whets thofe arrows which confound us Co 

oufand Cupids in thofe curls do (it, 

)fe curious nets !) thy (lender fingers knit : 

Graces put not more exaftly on 

attire of Venus, when the Ball fhe won s 

% Sacharifla by thy care is dreft, 

!n all our youth prefers her to the reft. 

3U the foft feafon know, when belt her mind 

• be to pity or to love inclined : 

)me well-chofen hour fupply his fear, 
jfc hopelefs love durft never tempt the ear 
hat ftem Goddefs : you, her prieft, declare 
It offerings may propitiate the Fair : 
I orient pearl, bright ftones that ne'er decay, 
K>li/hM lines which longer laft than they, 
if I thought fhe took delight in thofe, 
irhere the chearful morn does firft difclofe 
e fhady night removing with her beams) 
ig'd with bold love, I'd fly to fetch fuch gems« 
fince her eyes, her teeth, her lip exceU 
that is found in mines, or fifhes' fhells ^ 
nobler part as far exceeding thefe, 
e but immortal gifts her mind fhould pleafe. 
fhining jewels Greece and Troy beftow'd 

* Sparta's Queen, her lovely neck did load, 

. fnowy wrifls : but when the town was burn'd, 
fe fading glories were to afhes turn'd s 



•Helen.' 

Her 
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Her beauty too had periih'd, and her fame. 
Had not .the Mufe redeemM them from the flame. 

AT PENS-HURST. 

WHILE in the park I fing, the liftcning deer 
Attend my paflion, and forget to fear : 
When to the beeches I report my flame, 
They bow their heads, as if they felt the fame : 
To Gods appealing, when I reach their Bowers 
With loud complaints, they anfwer me in fliowers. 
To Thee a wild and cruel foul is given, 
More deaf than trees, and prouder than the heaven !> 
Love's foe profefs'd ! why doft thou falfly feign 
Thyfelf a Sidney ? from which noble ftrain 
• He fprung, that could fo far exalt the name 
Of Love, and warm our nation with his flame i 
That all we can of love or high defu^ 
Seems but the fmoke of amorous Sidney's fl're. 
Nor call her mother, who fo well does prove 
OnQ.breaft may hold both chaftity and love. 
Never can fhe, that fo exceeds the fpring 
In joy and bounty, be fuppos'd to bring 
One fo defti-uftive : to no human ftock 
We OMre this flerce unkindnefs ; but the rock 
That cloven rock produced thee, by whofe fide 
Nature, to recompence the fatal pride 
Of fuch ftem beauty, plac'd thofe f healing fprings ; 
Which not »iore help, than that deftru^ion brings. 

• Sir Philip Sidney. f Tunbridge- Wells. 

Thy 
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Thy heart no ruder than the rugged ftone, 
I mighty like Orpheus, with my numerous moan 
Melt to companion ; now, my traitcrous fong 
With thee confpires, to do the fmger wrong ; 
While thus I fufFer not myfelf to lofe 
The memory of what augments my woes : 
But with my own breath ftill foment the fire. 
Which flames as high as fancy can afpire ! 

This laft complaint th' indulgent ears did pierce 
Of juft Apollo, prefident of verfe; 
Highly concerned that the Mufe fhould bring 
Damage to one^ whom he had taught to fing j 
Thus he advis'd me : " On yon aged tree 
** Hang up thy lute, and hie thee to the fea j 
** That there with wonders thy diverted mind 
** Some truce at leaft may with this paffion find.'* 
Ah cruel Nymph ! from whom her humble Twain . 
Flies for relief unto the raging Main 5 
And from the winds and tempefts does expe£l ^ 
A milder fate, than from her cold negleft I 
Yet there he '11 priy, that the unkind may prove 
Bleft in her choice 5 and vows this endlcfs love 
Springs from no hope of what (he can confer. 
But from thofe gifts which Heaven has heapM on her* 

To my young Lady Lucy Sidney* 

WHY came I fo untimely forth 
Into a world. Which, wanting thee. 
Could entertain us with no worth, 
Or (hadow of felicity ? 

Tl»t 
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That time ihould me fo far remove 
From that which I was born to love ! 

Yet, faireft bloflbm ! do not flight 

That age which you may know fo foon : 

The rofy morn refigns her light, 
And milder glory, to the noon : 

And then what wonders fhall yon do, 

Whofe dawning beauty warms us fo ? 

Hope waits upon the flowei*y prime 5 
And'fummer, though it be lefs gay, 

Yet is not lookM on as a time 
Of declination, or decay : 

For, yrlth a full hand, that does bring 

All that was promisM by the fpring. 

TO AMORET. 

FA I IJ ! that yd|l„may iruly know 
What you unto Thyf fis owe 5 
I will tell you how^I do 
Sacharifla love, and You. 

Joy ialxites me, when I fet 
My bleft eyes on Amoret : 
But with wonder I am ftrook, 
While I on the other look : 



If 
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If fweet Amoret complains^ 
I have fenfe of all her pains ; 
But for SacharifTa I 
Do not only giieve, but die. 

All that of myfelf is mine^ 
Lovely Amoret ! is thine, 
Sacharifla's captive fain 
Would untie his iron chain j 
And, thofe fcorching beams to iliun^ 
To thy gentle fliadow run. 

If the foul had free ele£tion 
To difpofe of her afFeftion ; 
I would not thus long have borne 
Haughty SacharifTa^s fcorn : 
But 'tis fure fome Povver above. 
Which controls our wills in love ! 

If not a love, a ftrong defire 
To create and fpread that fire 
In my breaft, follicits-me. 
Beauteous Amoret ! for thee. 

*Tis amazement more than love. 
Which her radiant eyes do move : 
If lefs fplendor wait on thine. 
Yet they fo benignly Ihine, 
I would turn my dazzled fight 
To behold their milder light. 
But as hard 'tis to deftr,oy 
That high flame, as to enjoy J 

Which how easily I may do, • 

Heaven (as eas'ly fcal'd) does know ! 
^\ Amoret I 
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Amoret I as fwect and good 
' As the moft delicious food, • ' 

Which, but tailed, does impart ' - 

Life and gladnefs to the heart. 

SachariflVs beauty 's wine. 
Which to madnefs doth incline s 
Such a liquor, as no brain 
That is mortal can fudain. 

Scarce can I to heaven excufe 
The devotion, which I ufe 
Unto that adored dame : 
For 'tis not unlike the fame. 
Which I thither ought to fend. 
So that if it could take end, 
'Twould to heaven itfelf be due. 
To fucceed her, and not you : 
Who already have of mc 
AH that 's not idolatry : 
Which, though not fo fierce a fiame. 
Is longer like to be the fame. 

Then fmile on me, and I will prote. 
Wonder is fhorter-Piv'd than love. 

On the Friendfhip betwixt Sacrarissa and 
Amoret. 

T£ L L L me, lovely loving Pair f 
Why fo kind, and fo Severe ? 
Why fo carelefs of our care. 
Only to yourfelres A) dear I 

By 



S ACHAklSSA AND AMORET, &r. ^ 
By this cunning change of hearts, 

You the powtr ©f Love controuL^ 
While the boy*s deltded darts 

Can aiTive at neither foul. 

For in vain to either breaft 

Still beguiled Love does come : 
Where he finds a foreign gucft j 

Neither of yowr hearts at home. 

Debtors thus with like defign, 

When they never mean to pay. 
That they may the law decline. 

To fome friend make all away* 

Not the filver dovte that fly, 

Yok'd in Cytherea's carj 
Not the wings that lift (o high j 

And convey her iba fo fiar ^ 

Are fo lovely, fnreet, and fair. 

Or do more ennoble love ; 
Are fo choicely matcVd a pair. 

Or with more confent do move* 

TO AMORET. 

AM O R ET, the Milky Way, 
Fram'd of many namelefs ftars ! 
The fmooth ftream, where none can £syf 
He this drop to that prefers ! 

Ainoret^ 
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Amoret, my lovely foe ! f 

Tell me where tfiy ftrength docs lie ? 
Where the power that charms us fo ? 

In thy foul, or in thy eye ? 

By that fnowy neck alone : 

Or thy g^ace in mqtion feen ; 
No fuch wonders could, be done ; 

Yet thy waift is ftraight, and clean > 
As Cupid*s fliaft ; or Hermes' rod : 

And powerful too, as cither God, 

A LA MALADE. 

AH lovely Amoret, the care 
Of all that know what 's good, or fair I 
Is Heaven become our rival too ? 
Had the rich gifts, confer'd on you 
So amply thence, the common end 
Of giving lovers, — to pretend ? 

Hence, to this pining ficknefs (meant 
To weary thee to a confent 
Of leaving us) no power is given. 
Thy beauties to impair : for Heaven 
Sollicits thee with fuch a care, 
As rofes fron^ the ftalks we tear : 
When we would ftill prefeiTC them new, 
And frefh, as on the bufti they grew. 

With fuch a grace you entertain. 
And look with fuch contempt on pain» 
. , That 
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That languiihlng you conquer more. 
And wound us deeper than before. 
So lightnings which in ftorms appear 
Scorch more than when the fkies are clear. 

And as pale ficknefs does invade * 
Your frailer part, the breaches made 
In that fair lodging, ftill more clear 
Make the bright gueft, your foul, appear. 
So nymphs o'er pathiefs mountains borne. 
Their light robes by the brambles torn 
From their fair limbs, expoiing new 
And unknown beauties to the view 
Of following Gods, increafe their flame. 
And hafte, to catch the flying game. 

Upon the Death of my Lady Rich. 

MAY thofe already curs'd Eflexian plains. 
Where hafty death and pining flcknefs reigns;^ . 
Prove all a defart ! and none there make flay, 
But favage beads, or men as wild as they ! 
There the fair light, which all our-ifland, grac'<l. 
Like Hero's taper in the window plac'd. 
Such fate from the malignant air did find. 
As that expofed to the boifterous wind. 

Ah, cruel heaven ! to fnatch fo foon away 
Her, for whofe life had we had time to pray. 
With thoufand vows, and tears, wc fliould have fought 
That fad decree's fufpenfion to have wrought. 
But we, alas, no whifper of her pain 
Heard, till 'twtis fm to wiih her here again. 

F That 
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That horrid word» at once, like lightning fprcid, 
Strook all our cars — the Lady Rich is dead ! 
Heart-rending news ! and dreadful to thofc few 
Who her refeipble, and her fteps purfue : 
That Death Ihould licence have to rage among 
The fair, the wife,, the virtuous, and the young ! 

The * Paphian Queen from that fierce battle borne. 
With goared l)and, and veil fo rudely torn. 
Like terror did among th' Immortals breed ; 
Taught by her wound that Goddeifes may bleed. 

All ftand amazed I but beyond the reft 
Th' f heroic dame whofe happy womb fhe bleft, 
MovM with juft grief, expoftulates with Heaven j 
Urging the promife to th' obfequious given» 
Of longer life : for ne'er was pious foul 
More apt t' obey, fnore worthy to control. 
A (kilful eye at once might read the race 
Of Caledonian Monarcfas in her face. 
And fweet. humility: her look and mind 
At once were lofty, and at once were kind. 
There dwelt the fcorn of vice, and pity too. 
For thofe that did what fhe difdain'd to do i 
So gentle and fevere, that what was bad. 
At once her hatred, and her pardon had. 
Gracious to all ; but where her love was due. 
So faft, fo faithful, loyal, and fo true. 
That a bold hand as foon might hope to force 
The rolling lights of heaven, as change her courfe* 

Some happy Angel, that beholds her there, 
Inftru6l us to record what fhe was here t 

♦ Venus. + Chriftian Countefs of Devonfliirc. 

And 
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And when this cloud of forrow 's over-blown. 

Through th'e wide world we '11 make her graces known. 

So fre(h the wound is, and the grief fo vaft. 

That all our art, and power of fpeech, is wafte. 

Here paiTion fways, but there the Mufe (hall raifc 

Eternal monuments of louder praiie. 

There our delight, complying with her fame. 

Shall have occafion to recite thy name> 

Fair Sacharifla i — and now only fair ! 

To facred fnendihip we '11 an altar rear j 

(Such as the Romans did ere£( of old :) 

Where, on .a marble pillar, (hall be told 

The lovely paffion each to other bare. 

With the refemblance of that matchlcfs Pair. 

Narciflus to the thing for which he pinM 

Was not more like, than your's to her fair mind ; 

Save that (he grac'd the feveral parts of life, 

A fpotlefs virgin, and a faultlefs wife ; 

Such was the fweet converfe 'twixt her and you. 

As that (he holds with her aflfociates now. 

How falfe is Hope, and how regardlefs Fate, 
That fuch a love (hould have fo (hort a date I 
Lately I faw her fighing part from thee : 
(Alas that fuch the laft farewel (hould be !) 
So look'd Aftraea, her remove dedgnM, 
On thofe di&rtffed friends (he left behind.. 
Confent in virtue knit your hearts fo faft. 
That ftill the knot, in fpite of death, does laft : 
For, a^ your tears, and forrow-wounded foul. 
Prove well that on your part this bond is whole : 

F 4 So, 
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So, all wc know of .what they do above. 

Is, that they happy arc, and that they love. 

Let dark oblivion, and the hollow grave. 

Content themfelvcs our frailer thoughts to haves 

Well-chofen love is never taught to die. 

But with our nobler part invades the fky. 

Then grieve no more, that one fo heavenly (hap^d 

The crooked hand of trembling age efcapM. 

Rather, fince we beheld her not decay. 

But that fhe vani(h*d fo entire away. 

Her wondrous beauty, and her goodnefs, merit 

We ihould fuppofe, that fome propitious fpirit 

In tliat coeleftial form frequented here ; 

And is not dead, but ceafes to appear. 

THE, BATTLE OF THE SUMMER-ISLANDS. 

CANTO I. 

What fruits they have, and how heaven fmiles 
Upon thofe late-difcover'd iles. 

AID me, Bellona! while the dreadful fight 
Betwixt a nation, and two whales, I write : 
Seas ftalnM with gore I fmg, adventurous toil! 
And how thefc monfters did difarm an iAe. 

Bermuda wall'd with rocks who does not know ? 
That happy illand ! where huge lemons grow j 
And orange trees, which golden fruit do bear, 
Th' Hefperian garden boafts of none fo fair : 
Where fhining pearl, coral, and many a pounds 
Ob the rich fhore, of amber-gris; i$ found. . 

The 
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The lofty cedary which to heaven afpiits^ < 

The Prince of trees ! is fuel for their fires : 
The fmoke, by which their loaded f^iits do turHi 
For incenfe might on facred altars burn : 
Their private roofs on odorous timber bome^ 
Such as might palaces for Kings adorn. 
The fweet palmitoes a new Bacchus yield. 
With leaves as ample as the broadeft fhield i 
Under the fhadow of whofe friendly boughs 
They fit, caroufing where their liqUor grows. 
Figs there unplanted through the fields do grow. 
Such as fierce Cato did the Romans fhow j 
With the rai-e fruit inviting them to fpoil 
Carthage, the miftrefs of fo rich a foil. 
The naked rocks are not unfruitful there. 
But, at fome conftant feafons every year. 
Their barren tops with lufcious food abound j 
And with the eggs of various fowls are crowned* 
Tobacco is the worft of things, which they 
To Englifli landlords, as their tribute, pay. 
Such is the mould, that the bled tenant feeds 
On precious fruits, and pays his rent in weeds* 
With candy'd plantains, and the juicy pine. 
On chokeft melons, and fweet grapes, they dine 
And with potatoes fat their wanton fwine* 
Nature thefe cates with fuch a kvi/h^ hand 
Pours out among them, that our coarfer lani 
Taftes of that bounty '^ and does cloth return. 
Which not for wamith, but omaraent| is worn : 

F i Fat 
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For the kind fpring, which but falutes us her*t 
Inhabits there, and courts them ail the year : 
Ripe fruits and blolToms on the fame trees liye ; 
At once they promife, what at once they give. 
So fweet the air, fo moderate the clime ;* 
None iickly lives, or dies before his time. 
Heaven fure has kept this fpot of earth uncurft. 
To fliew how all things were created firft. 
The tardy plants in our cold orchards plac'd, 
Referve their fruit for the next age's tafte : 
There, a fmall grain, in fome few months, will be - 
A firm, a lofty, and a fpacious tree. 
The Palma-Chrifti, and the fair papa, 
• Now but a feed (preventing nature's law) 
In half the circle of the haj^y year 
Proje£l a fliade, and lovely fruits do wear« 
And as their trees, in our dull region fet. 
But faintly grow, and no pe^fe£Uon get $ 
So, in this noithern tra6l, our hoarfer throats. • 
Utter unripe and ill-conftrained notes ? 
While the fupporter of the Poet's ftyle, 
Phoebus, on them eternally does fmile. 
Oh I how I long my carelefs limbs to lay 
Under the plantain's fhade j ind all the day 
With amorous airs my fancy entertain ; 
Invoke the Mufes, and improve rtiy vein ! 
No paiHon there in my free breal^ ihould B»0Te> * 
None but the fweet, and beft of paifions, )pre. 
There will I fing, if gentle Love be by, 
That tunes my lute, smd winds the firing fo high ; 

With 
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With the fweet fofund of SachariiTa^s name, 
rU make the liftening faragYs grow tame.-^ 
But while I do theic pleafing dreams indite^ 
I am diverted from the promisM fight. 

CANTO It. 

Of their alarm, and how their foes 
DifcoverM were, this Canto fliows. 

TH O U G H^ rocks fo high about this ifland riic. 
That well they may the numerous Turk delpiiie j 
Yet is no human fate exempt from fear ; 
Which (hakes their hearts, while through the ifle they hear 
A lading noife, as horrid and as loud 
As thunder makes, before it breaks the cloud. 
Three days they dread this murm\ir, ere they know 
l>*rom what blind caufe th^ unwonted found may gfow f 
At length two raonfters of unequal fize, 
Hard by the ihore, a fiiherman cfpies ; 
Two mighty whales ! which fwelling feas had toft. 
And left them prifoners on the rocky coaft. 
One, as a mountain vaft 5 and with her came 
A cub, not much inferior to his dam. 
Here in a pool among the rocks cngag'd, 
They roar'd, like lions caught in toils, and rag'd^ 
The man knew what they were, who heretofore 
Had fcen the like lie murther'd on the Ihore ; 
By the wild fury of fome tempeft caft. 
The fate of ihips, and ihip-wreck'd men> to tafte. 

F 4. A$ 



71 WALLER'S POSMS.^ V 

As carelefs dames, whom wke and ileep betray 
To frantic dreams, their infants overlay : 
So there fometimes the raging ocean fails. 
And her own brood expofes ; when the whales 
Againft (harp rocks, like reeling veffels, quaih'd. 
Though huge as mountains, ^e in pieces daih'd : 
Along the fhore their dreadful limbs lie fcatter'd j 
Like hills with earthquakes, fhaken, torn, and fliatterM. 
Hearts fure of bnifs they had, who tempted firft 
Rude feas, that fpare not what themfelves have nxnrft. 
The welcome news, through all the nation fpread. 
To Aidden joy, and hope, converts their dread : 
What lately was their public terror, they 
Behold with glad eyes as a certain prey : 
Difpofe ali-eady of th' untaken fpoil | 
And, as the purchafe of their future toil, 
Thefe /hare the bones, and they divide the oil, 
60 was the huntfman by the bear oppreft, 
Whofe hide he fold — before he caught the beaft ! 

They man their boats, and all the young men arm 
With whatfbever may the monfters harm ; 
PikeS} halberts, (pits, and darts that wound fo far % 
The tqols of peace, and inftrumcnts of war. 
Now was the time for vigorous lad« to fhow 
What love, or honour, could invite them to t 
A J(OodIy theatre I where rocks are round 
With reverend age, and lovely laffes, crown'd. 
Such was the lake which held this dreadful pair. 
Within thc'bounds of noble Warwick's fliare t 

Warwick't 
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Warwick*8 bold Earl ! than which no title bears 

A greater found among our Britiih Peers. 

And worthy he the memory to renew, 

The fate and honour, to that title due ; 

Whofe brave adventures have transfer'd his name. 

And through the new world fpread his g^rowing fame.*« 

But how they fought, and what their valour gain*d^ 

Shall in another Canto be contained. 

CANTO III. 

The bloody fight, fuccefslefs toil. 
And how the fiihes fackM the ifle. 

THE boat, which on the firft afTauIt did go, 
Strook with a harping-ir^n the younger foe i 
Who, when he felt his fide fo rudely goarM, 
Loud, as the fea that nourifliM him, he roar'd. 
As a broad bream to pleafe fome curious tafte. 
While yet alive, in boiling water caft, W 

VexM with unwonted heat, he flings about 
The fcorching brafs, and hurls the liquor out t 
So, with the barbed javelin ihing, he raves j 
And fcourges with his tail the fuffering waves. 
Like Spenfer's Talus with his iron flail. 
He threatens ruin with his ponderous tail $ 
Diflblving at one ftroke the batterM boat. 
And down the men fall drenched in the moat : 
With every fierce encounter they arc forc'd 
To quit their bofitSi and fare like men unhors'd. 

The 



74 WALLER'S P DBMS.. 

The bigger whak like fome hiige earrack lajr* 
Which wanteth fea-room with her foes to play s 
Slowly flie fwims, and when proVok'd flie would 
Advance her tail> her head falutes the mud : 
The fliallow water doth her force infringe^ 
And renders vain her tail's impetuous Twinge i 
The (hining fteel her tender fides receive. 
And there, like bees, they all their weapons leave. 

This fees the cub, and does himfelf oppofe 
Betwixt his cumbered mother and her foes : 
With defperate courage he receives her wounds. 
And men and boats his a£live tail confounds. 
Their forces joinM the feas with billows fill. 
And make a tempeft, though the winds be flill. 

Now would the men with half their hoped prey * 
Be well content ; and wifh this cub away : 
Their wi(h they havej he (to direft his dam 
Unto the gap through which they thither came) 
Before her fwims, and quits the hoftile lake ; 
A pnfoner there, but for his mother's fake. 
She, by the rocks compelled to ftay behind, 
Is by the vaftnefs of her bulk confin'd. 
They Aiout for joy I and now on her alone 
Their fury falls, and all their darts are thrown. 
Their lances fpent, one, bolder than the i-eft. 
With his broad fword provok'd the duggiih beaft : 
Her oily fide devours both blade and heft : 
And there his fteel the bold Bermudan left. 
Courage the reft from his example take. 
And now they change the cokw of the ladct: 

Blood 
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Blood flows tn rivers from her wounded fide» 

As if they would prevent the tardy tide. 

And raiie the flood to that projMtioos height. 

As might convey her from this fatal fbreight t 

She fwims in blood, and blood does fpoutinf throw 

To heaven, that heaven men^s cruelties might know. 

Their fixed javelins in her fide ihe wears, 

And on her back a grove of pikes appears : 

You would have thought, had you the monfter feen 

Thus dreft, (he had another iHand been. 

Roariug fhe tears the air with fuch. a noife. 

As well refembled the confpiring voice 

Of routed armies, when the field is won j 

To reach the ears of her efcaped Ton* 

He, though a league removed from the foe« 

Haftes to her aid : the pious * Trojan fo. 

Neglecting for Creiifa's life his own, 

Repeats the danger of the burning town. 

The men amazed blufh to fee the feed 

Of monflers, human piety exceed. 

Well proves this kindnefs what the Grecian fung. 

That Lovers bright mother from the ocean fprung. 

Their courage droops, and hopelefs now they wifh 

Tor compofition with th' unconquer'd fifh t 

So ihe their weapons would reftore, again 

Through rocks they'd hew her paflage to the Main* 

Sut how inflru6led in each other's mind ^ 

[)r what commerce can men with monfters find I 

* JS^cas. 

Not 
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Not daring to approach their wounded foe. 
Whom her courageous Ton protefled fo ; 
They charge their mufquets, and with hot dfcfire 
Of fell revenge, renew the fight with fire : 
S^ndin/aloof, with lead they bruife the fcalesy 
And tear the flefh, of the incenfed whales* 
But no fuccefs their fierce endeavours found. 
Nor this way could they give one fatal wound* 
Now to their Fort they are about to fend. 
For the loud engines which their ifle defend : 
But what thofe Pieces, fram'd to batter wallsy 
Would have efFe6led on thofe n>ighty vfhales. 
Great Neptune will not have us know; who fends 
A tide fo high, that it relieves his friends. 
And thus tliey parted with exchange of harms 5 
Much blood the monfters loft, and they their arms*. 

SONG. 

PEACE, babbling Mofc! 
I dai-e not fing what you indite j 
Her eyes refufe 
To read the paffion which they write ? 
She ftrikes my lute, but, if it found> 
Threatens to hurl it on the ground i 
And I no lefs her aager dread. 
Than the poor wretch that feigns him dead. 
While fome fierce lion do: embrace 
His breathlefs corpie, and lick his face » 
WrapM up in filent fear he lias^ 
Torn all in pieces if he cries* 

OP 
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OF LOVE. 

ANGER) in hafty words, or blows, 
Itfelf difcharges on our foes ; 
And forrow too finds fome relief 
In tears, which wait upon our grief : 
So every pailion, but fond Love, 
Unto its own redrefs does move : 
But that alone the wretch inclines 
To what prevents his own defigns ; 
Makes him lament, and figh, and weep^ 
DiforderM, tremble, fawn, and creep j 
Poftures which render him defpis'd. 
Where he endeavours to be priz'd. 
For women (born to be controlM) 
Stoop to the forward and the bold : 
Affc&. the haughty and the proud. 
The gay, tlie frolic, and the loud. 
Who firft the generous fteed oppreft. 
Not kneeling did falute the beaft $ 
But with high courage, life, and force, 
Approaching, tamM th^ unmly hor£e. 

Unwifely we the wifer Eaft 
Pity, fuppofing them opprcft 
With tyrants' force, whofe law is will. 
By which they govern, fpoil, and kill : 
Each nymph, but moderately fair. 
Commands with no lefs rigor here. 
Should fome brave Ti^rk, that walks among 
His twenty laiTes, bright and ypung} 

Ana 
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And beckons to the willing dam«, . 
Preferr'd to quench his prefent flame ; 
Behold as many Gallants here, 
With niodeft guife, and filent fear. 
All to one female idol bend : 
While her high pride does fcarce defctnd 
To mark their follies ; he would fwear 
That thefe her guard of eunuchs were : 
And that a more majeftic Queen, 
Or humbler flaves, he had not feen. 

All this with indignation fpoke. 
In vain I ftruggled witli the yoke 
Of mighty Love : that conquering look. 
When next beheld, like lightning ftrook 
My blafted foul ; and made me bow. 
Lower than thofe I pityM now. 

So the tall ftag, upon the brink 
Of fome fmooth ftream, about to drink. 
Surveying there his armed head, 
With (hame remembers that he fled 
The fcorned dogs j refolves to try 
The combat next : but, if their cry 
Invades again his trembling ear, 
He ftrait refumes his wonted care ; 
Leaves the untafted fpring behind, 
And, wing'd with fear, out-flies the wind. 



TO 
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TO PHYLLIS. 

PHYLLIS! why fliould we delay 
Plcafures (horter than the day ? 
Could we (which we never can !) 
Stretch our lives beyond their fpan ; 
Beauty like a fkadow flies, * 
And our youth before us dies. 
Or, would youth and beauty ftay. 
Love hath wings, and will away. 
Love hath fwifter wings than Time : 
Change in love to heaven does climb j 
Gods, that never change their ftate. 
Vary oft their love and hate. 

Phyllis ! to this truth we owe 
All the love betwixt us two : 
Let not you and I enquire, 
AVhat has been our paft defire : 
On what fhepherd you have Tmil'd,. 
Or what nymphs I have beguil''d : 
Leave it to the planets too, 
What we (hall hereafter do : 
For the joys we now may prove. 
Take advice of prefent love* 



TO 
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B 



TO MY LORD OF FALKLAND. 
RAVE Holland leads, and with him Falkland 
goes. 

Who hears this told» and does not ftrait fuppofe 
Wc fend the Graces and the Mufes forth» * 
To civilize and to inftru6b the North ? 
Not that thefe ornaments make fwords lefs (harp; 
Apollo bears as well his bow as harp : 
And though he be the patron of that fpring, 
Where in calm peace the facred virgins lingj 
He courage had to guard th* invaded throne 
Of Jove, and caft the ambitious giant down. 

Ah, noble friend! with what *mpatience all 
That know thy worth, and know how prodig^ 
Of thy great foul thou art (longing to twift 
Bays with that ivy, which fo early kifs'd 
Thy youthful temples) with what horror we 
Think on the blind events of war and thee I 
To fate expofing that alLknowing breaft 
Among the throng, as cheaply as the reft : 
Where oaks and brambles (if the copfe be bumM) 
Confounded lie, to the fame afhes tum'd. 

Some happy wind over the ocean blow 
This tempeft yet, which frights our ifland fo I 
Guarded with (hips, and all the fea our own. 
From Heaven this mifchief on our heads is thrown. 

In a late dream, the Genius of this land, 
Amaz'd, I faw^ like the * fair Hebrew ftand| 
* Rebekah. 

When 
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When firft (he felt the twins begin to jar. 
And found her womb the feat of civil war»^ 
Inclined to whofe relief, and with prefage 
Of better fortune for the prefent agv, • • ^ 

Heaven fei^ds, quoth I, this difcord for our good | 
To warm, perhaps, but not to waile our blood : 
To raife our drooping fpirits, grown the fcom 
Of our proud neighbours ; who ere long (hall moura 
(Though now they joy in our expected harms) 
We had occaiion to refume our arms. 
A lion fo with felf-provoking fmart 
(His rebel tail fcourging liis nobler pai*t) 
Calls up his courage; then begins to roar. 
And charge his foes, who thought him mad before* 

FOR DRINKING OF HEALTHS. 

LET brutes and yegetals, that cannot thinkf 
So far as drought and nature urges, drink i 
A more indulgent raiftrefs guides our fp'ritSs 
Reafbn, that dares beyond our appetites s 
She would our care, as well as thirft, redrefs ; 
And with Divinity rewards excefs. 
Deferted Ariadne, thus fupply'd, ^ 

Did perjur'd Thefeus' cruelty deride t 
Bacchus embraced, from her exalted thought 
Baniih^d the man, her paffion, and his fault. 
Bacchus and Phoebus are by Jove allyM, 
And each by other's timely heat fupply'd : 
All that the grapes owe to his ripening fires, * * * 
It paid in Numbers which their juice infpires* 
^ • . G Wine 
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Wine fills the vein«> and healtbf are wid«rfto9)i 
To give our friends a title to our blood : 
Who, naming me^ doth warm his courage fo. 
Shews for my fake what his bold haad wovld do* 

i ' 

SONG, 



CHLORIS farewell Inowmvftgai 
For if with thee I longer ftay, 
Thy eyes prevail upon one fo» 
1 ihall prove blind, and lofe my way* 
11. 
Fame of thy beauty, and thy youth. 

Among the reft, me hither brought: 
Finding this fame fall ihort of truth> 
Made Me ftay longer than I thought* 
III. 
For I'm engag'd by word and oath, 

A ferva»t to another's will : 
Yet, for thy love, I'd forfeit both» 
Could I be fure to keep it ftill. 
IV. 
But what a^urance can I take ? 

When thou, foreknowing^ this abufe^ 
For fomc more worthy lover's fake, 
May^ft leave me with fo )uft excufe^ 



V»Fof 



done. fj 

V. 

For thou ma/ft fyy^ 'twas not thy fault 

That thoii didft thus infconftjuit prove 5 
Being by ray example tftwight 

To break thy oath, to mend thy love. 

vr. 

No, Chloris, no t I will retutn, 

An^l faipB thy ftory to iiuit height^ 
That ftrangers fhall at diibanee burn ; 

And (he diiboiijt me reprobate. 
VII. 
Then ihall my love this doubt difplace, < 

And gain fuch trotf, that t hiay come 
And banquet fometimes on thy face. 

But make my conftant meals at hofne. 

Of my Lady Isabella playing on the lute. 

SUCH moving founds, fronxftch a carele£i taucik*! 
So unconcehi'd h^rfelf, arid we fo much! 
"What art is this, that with fo little pains 
Tranfports us thus, and o^er oui^ fpirits reigns ?^ 
The trembling ftring^ about her fingers crowd, 
And tell th^eir joy for every kifs aloud : 
Small force there needs to make them tremble ib; 
TouchM by that hand, who would not tremble too ? 
Here Love takes ftand, and> in4ule ihe cbarmi the eaVt 
Empties his quiver on the HAening deer : 
Mulic fo foftens asd ^fiuntas the xhind. 
That not an arrow does re£fttnoc End. 
'. j C » T.tti 
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Thus the fair tyrant celebrates the prize. 
And a6l8 herftlf the triumph of her eyes : 
So Nero once» with harp in hand, funrey'd 
His flaming Rome, and as it burn'd he played* 

To a Lady fmging a Song of his compofing* 

CH L O R I S, yourfelf you fo'excel. 
When you vouchfafe to breathe my thought* 
That, like a fpirit, with this (pell 
Of my own teaching, I am caught. 

That eagle's fate and mine are one. 

Which, on the Ihaft that made him die, 

Efpy^d a feather of his own. 
Wherewith he wont to foar fo high« 

Had Echo with fo fweet a grace 
Narciffus' loud complaints retum'd. 

Hot for reflection of his face. 
But of his voice, the boy had bumM* 

OF MRS. ARDEN. 

BEHOLD, and liften, while the Fair 
Breaks in fweet founds the willing air t 
And> with her own breath, fans the fire 
Which her bright eyes do firft infpire. 
What reafon can that love control. 
Which more than one way courts the foul ?* 

So, when a flafli of lightning falls 
Oil giir abodesj the danger calls 
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For human aid j which hopes the flame 
To Conquer^ though from heaven it came 9 
But, if the winds with that conrpine^ 
Men ffarive not, but deplore the fire. 

Of the Marriage of the Dwarfs. 

DESIGN, or chance^ make others wive ^ 
But nature did this match contrive : 
Eve might as well have Adam fled^ 
As (he denyM her little bed 
To him, for whcrm Heaven feem'd to frame. 
And meafure out, this only dame. 

Thrice happy is that humble paif^ 
Beneath the level of all care ! 
Over whofe heads thofe arrows fly 
Of fad diftnift, and jealoufy s 
Secur^ in as high extreme, 
As if the world held none but them. 

To him the faireft nymphs do (how 
Like moving mountains toppM with fnow ; 
And every man a Polypheme 
Does to his Galatea feem : 
None niay prefume her faith to prove j 
He proffers death that proffers love. 

Ah, Chloris t that kind nature thus: 
From aH the world had fever*d us ; 
Creating for ourfelves us two. 
As love has me for only yout 

Gj loVE'S 
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LOVE'S farewell;*^ 

TR E A D I N G the path to nobler cnds^ 
A long farewell to love I gave ; 
Refolv'd my country, and my friends. 
All that remain' d of me (hould have. 

And thfs refolve no mortal dame, 

None; but thofe eyes, could have a'erthrown t 
The nymph I dare not, need not, name^ 

So high, fo lika herfelf alone. 

Thus the tall oak, which now afpires 
Above the fear of private fires 5 
Grown and defign'd for nobler ufe, • 

Not to make warm, but build the houfe $ 
Though from our ngieaner flames fecure> , 

Muft that which falls from heaven endure, 

FROM A CHILD. 

MADAM, as in fome climes the warmer fvn 
Makes it full fumn^r ere the Q>ring *s begim 1 
And with ripe fruit the beading boughs can load^ 
Before our violets dare look abroad : 
So, meafure not by any comnoon ufe. 
The early love your brighter eyes produce. 
When lately your fair hand in woman's weed 
Wrap'd my glad hpad, I wifliM me fo indeed. 
That hafty time might never make me ff<m, 
Out of thofe favours you afford me now s - . 

That I might ever fuch indulgence find; 
And you not blufb, or think vourfelf too kind* 

I ^ Wh# 
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Who now, I fear, while I thefe joys txpreCi, 
Begin to think how you may makt them lefs s 
The found of love makes your (oft heart afraid^ 
And guard itfelf, though but a child invade^ i 

And innocently at your white breaft throw- 
A dart as white, a ball of new-fairn fnow, 

ON A GIRDLE. 

THAT which her (lender waift confin*dj 
Shall now my joyful temples bind s 
No monarch but would gire his crown» 
His arms might do what this has done. 

It was my heaven*s extremeft fphercy 
The pale which held that lovely deer^ 
My joy, my grief, my hope, my love. 
Did all within this circle move 1 

A narrow compafs ! and yet there 
Dwelt all that 's good, and all that 's fair : 
Give me but what this riband bound. 
Take all the reft the fun goes round. 

TO THE MUTABLE FAIR, 

HERE, Caelia ! for thy fake I part 
X With all that grew fo near my hearts 
The paffion.that I had for thee. 
The faith, the love, theconftancyt 
And, that I may fuccefsful prove, 
Transform myfelf to what you love. 

G4 Pool 
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Fool tint I was ! fo much to prise 
Thofe (imple virtues you defpife t 
Fooll that with fuch dull arrows ffarove> 
Or hop'd to reach a flying dove. 
For youy that are in motion fHIl, 
Decline our force, and mock our (kill: 
Who, like Don Quixote, do advance 
Againft a wind-mill our vain lancew 

Now ^1 1 wander through the air^ 
Mount, make a ftoop at every Fair ^ 
And, with a fancy unconfinM, 
(As lawlefs as the fea or wind) 
Purfue you whei-efoe'er you fly. 
And with your various thoughts comply*. 

The formal ftars do travel fo, 
As we their names and courfes know ^ 
And he that on their changes looks. 
Would think them governed by our books i 
But never were the clouds reduced 
To any art : the motion us*d 
By thofe free vapors are fo light. 
So frequent, that the conquered fight 
Defpairs to find the rules that guide 
Thofe gitded ihadows as they flidc^ 
And therefore of the fpacious air 
Jove's royal confort had the care : 
And by that power did once efcape^. 
Declining bold Ixipn^s rape ; 
She with her own refemblance grac'd 
A ihining cloud,, ij^ich he embraced* 
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TO THE MUTABLE FAIR. 

Such was that image, fo it fmird 
With feeming kindnefs, which beguil'd 
Your Thyrfis lately, when he thought 
He had his fleeting CaSlia caught. 
'Twas fliapM like her j but for the Fair, 
He fill'd his arms with yielding air. 

A fate for which he grieves the lefs, 
Becaufe the Gods had like fuccefs. 
For in their ftory, one, we fee, 
Purfues a nymph, and takes a tree : 
A fecond, with a lover's hafte, 
Soon oveitakes whom he had chacM ^ 
But flie that did a Virgin feem, 
Pofleft, appears a wandering ftream : 
For his fuppofed Love, a third 
Lays greedy hold upon a bird ; 
And ftands amaz'd, to find his dear 
A wild inhabitant of th^ air. 

Tjo thefe old tales fuch nymphs as you 
Give credit, and ftill make them new ^ 
The amorous now like wonders find, 
In the fwift changes of your mind. 

But, Caelia, if you apprehend 
The Mufe of your incenfed friend r 
IJor would* that he record your blame^ 
And make it live, repeat the fame i 
Again deceive him, and again. 
And then he fwears he ^11 not complain. 
For ftill to be deluded COy 
Is all the pleafure lovers know| 
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Who> like good ^konert, take deligkti 
Not in the quany, Irat tkt iiif^t, 

TO FLAVIA. 

SONG. 
I. 

'^T^I S not your beauty can engage 

-■- My wary hearts 

The fun, in all his pride and rage. 

Has not that art | 
And yet he fhines as bright as you. 
If brightnefs could our fouls fubdue. 

II. 

*Tis not the pretty things you fay, 

Nor thofe you write^ 

Which can make Thyrfis* heart your prey s 
For that delight, 

The graces of a well-taught mind. 

In fome of our own fex we find. 

III. 
No, Flavia ! ^tis your love I fear ) 

Love's fureft dart9> 
Thofe which fo feldom fail him, are 

Headed with hearts : 
Their very ihadows make us yield j " 
Diffemble welly and win the field. 



THE 
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SEE! how the willing earth gave way. 
To take th' impreflion where (he lay ! 
See ! how the mould, as loth to leave 
So fweet a burden, ftill doth cleave 
Clofe to the nymph's ftain'd garment ! Here 
The coming fpring would firft appear; 
And all this place with rofes ilrow, 
If bufy feet would let them grow. 

Here Venus fmil'd, to fee blind Chance 
Itfelf, before her Son, advance 5 
And a fair image to prefent. 
Of what the Boy fo long had meant. 
"^Twas fuch a chance as this made ail 
The world into this order fall; 
Thus the firft lovers, on the clay 
Of which they were compofed lay s 
So in their prime, with equal grace. 
Met the firft patterns of our race. 

Then blufli not, Fair I or on him frown. 
Or wonder how you both came down ; 
But touch him> and he *ll tremble ftrait : 
How could lie then fupport your weight ? 
How could the youth, alas ! but bend 
When his whole heaven upon him leaned ? 
If aught by him amifs were done, 
'Twas that he let you rife (q fbon. 
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CF SYLVIA. 

OUR fighs are heard^ )uft Heaven declares 
The fenie it has of lovers^ cares t 
She that has Co far the reft outlhinMy 
Sylvia the fair, while ihe was kind. 
As if her frowns impaired her brow^ 
Seems only not unhandfome now. 
So when the iky makes us endure 
A ftorm, itfelf becomes obfcure. 

Hence *tis that I conceal my flame. 
Hiding from Flavians felf her name j 
Left ihe, provoking heaven, ftiould proTe 
How it rewards negle£led love* 
Better a thoufand fuch as I, 
Their grief untold, fhould pine and die ; 
Than her bright morning, overcaft 
With fulien clouds, fhould be defac'd* 



THE BUD. 

LATELY on yonder fwelling buA, 
Big with many a coming rofe, 
This early bud began to blufh, 

And did but half itfelf diiclofe i 
I pluckM it, though no better grown ;. 
And now you fee how full 'tis blown^ 



Still 
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Still as I did the leaves infpire. 

With fuch a purple light they flione» 
As if they had been made of fire. 

And rpreading Co, would flame anon : 
All that was meant by air or fun^ 
To the young flower, my breath has done. 

If our loofe breath fo much can do^ . . 

What may the fame in fonns of love. 
Of pureft love, and mufic too, 

When Flavia it afpires to move ? 
When that, which lifelefs buds perfuadea 
To wax more foft, her youth invades ? 

SONG. 

BE H O L D the brand of beauty toft ! 
See how the motion does dilate the flame I 
Deligbted Love his fpoils does boaft. 
And triumph in this game. 
Fire, to no place conflnM, 
Is both our wonder, and our fear ; 

Moving the mind. 
As lightning hurled through the air. 

High heaven the glory does increafe 

Of all her (hining lamps, this artful way i 

The fun in figures, fuch as thefe^ 
Joys ^th the moon to play : 

7« 
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To the fweet ftrains they sdinBec, 
Which do refult,froin their own fpfaeret | 

As this nymph*s dance 
Moves with the mimbers whkh flie hears. 



On the'Difcovery of a Lady's PaintinC. 

PYGMALEON's fate reversed is mine : 
His marbl* love took flefh and blood j 
All that I worfhip'd as divine, 

That beauty ! now 'tis underilood. 
Appears to have no more of life. 
Than that whereof he fram'd hrs wift. 

As women yet, whp apprehend. 

Some fudden caufe of caufelefs fear. 
Although that feeming caufe take end> 

And they behoH no danger near, 
A (baking through their limbs they fin4f. 
Like leaves faluted by the wind : 

So, though the beauty da appear 

No beauty, which amaz'd me fo'j 
Yet from my breafrl cannot tear 

The paffion, which from thence did growj 
Nor yet out of my fancy rafe 
The print of ftwrt fuppofcd face. 



A rfid^ 



OW A LAI>Y»S PAINTING. s$ 

A real beauty, though too near. 

The fond NarciifiM did admire : 
I doat on that which is no where $ 

The fign of beauty feeds my fii». 
No mortal flame was e^r fb cruel 
As this, which thus fnnriv^ the foel t , 

TO A LADY. 
From >^hom he received a Silver Pen* 

MA D A M ! intending to have try'd 
Thfe filver favour which you gave^ 
In ink the iliining point I dyM, 

And drench'^d it in the fable wave : 
When, grieved to be fo foully ftain^d> 
On you it thus to me complained. 

Suppofe you had deferv'd to tdbe 

From her fair hand fb fan- a boon ; 
Yet how deferved I to make 

So ill a change j who ever won 
Immortal praife for what I wiote, 
Inffaii6led by her noble thought ? 

Jf that exprefled bcr commands 

To mighty Lords and Princely damct^ 

Always mofl welcome to t)ams hands ) 
Proud that I would record t^eir Bfrneft^ 

Mufl now be taught ap. humblt ftylo^ 

Some meaner beauty to beguile I 

So 
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So I, the wronged pen to pleaie. 

Make it my humble thanks exprefs 
Unto your Ladyihip^ in thefe : 

And now 'tis forced to confefs. 
That your great fclf did ne'er indite^ 
Nor that, to one more noble, write* 



TO CHLORIS. 

CH L O R I S I fmce firft our calm of peace 
Was frighted hence, this good we find, 
Your favours with your fears increafe, 
And growing mifckiefs make you kind. 

So the fair tree, which 'ilill prefenres 
Her fruit and ftate, while no wind blows | 

In ftorms from that uprigfatnefs fwerves. 
And the glad earth about her ftrows 
With treafure, from her yielding boughs* 



S O N G, 

WH I L £ I liften to thy voice, 
Chloris ! I feel my life decay i 
That powerful noife 
Calls my fleeting foul away. 
Oh ! fupprefs that magic found. 
Which deftroys without a wound! 



P^ace, 



SONG. ^ 

Peace, Chloris, peace! or finging diej 

That together you and I 

* To heaven may go : 
For all we know 
Of what the Bleffed do above 
Is, that they fmg, and that they love. 

OF LOVING AT FIRST SIGHT. 

NO T caring to obferve the wind. 
Or the new fea explore, 
SnatchM from myfelf, how far behind 
Already \ behold the fhore ! 

May not a thoufand dangers deep 
In the ftnooth bofom of this Deep ? 
No : 'tis fo rocklefs, and fo clear, 
That the rich bottom does appear 
Pav'd all with precious things 5 not torn 
From (hip-wreck'd veffels, but there born. 

Sweetnefs, truth, and every grace. 
Which time, and ufe, are wont to teach. 
The eye may in a moment reach, 
And read diftinclly in her face. 

Some other nymphs, with colours faint. 
And pencil flow, may Cupid paint. 
And a weak heart in. time deilroyj 
She has a ftamp, and prints the Boy : 
Can, with a fmgle look, inflame 
The coideit breaft, the rudell tame. 

-1 H THE 
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THE SELF-BANISH' D. 

IT is not that I love you lefs, 
Than when before your feet I lay : 
But, to prevent the fad increafe 
Of hopelefs love, I keep away. 

In vain, alas ! for every thing, 

Which I have known belong to you. 

Your form does to my fancy bring, 

And makes my old wounds bleed anew. 

Who in the fpring, from the new fun 

Already has a fever got. 
Too late begins thofe ftiafts to ftiun. 

Which Phoebus through his veins has ihoti 

Too late he would the pain aflwage^ 

And to thick (hadows does retire ; 
About with him he bears the rage. 

And in his tainted blood the fire. 

But vow*d I have, and never muft 
Your baniih'd fervant trouble you : 

For if I break, you may miftruft 
The vow I made — to love you too. 
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GO, lovely rok ! 
Tell her that v 
That now flie knows, 



Tell her that wafles her time, and me^ 



r 



When I-refemble her to thee, 

How fweet, and fair, (he feems to be. 

Tell her that *s young. 
And fhuns to have her graces fpy'd. 

That hadft thou fprung 
In deferts, where no men abide. 
Thou muft have uncommended dyM. 

Small is the worth 
Of beauty, from the light retirM : 

Bid her come forth, 
Suffer herfelf to be defir'd, 
And not blulh fo to be admixed. i. 

Then die! that /he 
The common fate of all things rare 

May read in thee ; 
How fmall a part of time they fliare. 
That are £o wondrous fweet aiid lair t 
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THYRSI S, GALATEA. 

T H Y R S I S. 

t 

AS lately I qm filver Thames did ride, 
Sad GalatA on the bank I fpyM : 
Such was her look as forrow taught to (hine ; 
And thus fhe grac'd me with a voice divine. 

Galatea. 
You that can tune your founding firings fo well, . 
Of Ladies' beauties, and of love to tell, 
Once change your note ; and let your lute report 
The jufteft grief that ever touched the Court. 

T H Y R S I S. 

Fair nymph ! I have in your delights no (hare j 
Nor ought to be concerned in your care ; 
Yet would I fmg, if I your forrows knewj 
And to my aid invoJlc no Mufe but you. 

Galatea. 

Hear then, and let your fong augment our grief^ 
Which is fo great, as not to wifli relief. 

She that had all which nature gives, or chance 5 
Whom fortune joln'd with virtue to advance 
To all the joys this ifland could afford. 
The greateft Miftrefs, and the kindeft Lord : 
Who with the royal, mixt her noble, blood $ 
And in high grace with Gloriana flood ; 

^ '■ - : ;: Her 
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YRSIS, GALATEA. sor 
Her botjnty, fweetnefs, beauty, goodnefs, fuch, 
That none e'er thought her happinefs too much : 
So well inclined her favours to confer, 
And kind to all, as Heaven had been to her ! 
The virgin's part, the mothef^kand the wife, 
So well (he a6led in the fpan of life, 
That though few years (too few alas !) fhe told. 
She feem'd in all things, but in beauty, old. 
As unripe fruit, whofe verdant ftalks do cleave 
Clofe to the tree, which grieves no lefs to leave 
The fmiling pendant which adorns her fo. 
And until autumn, on the bough fhould grow : 
So feem'd her youthful foul not eafily forc'd, 
Or from fo fair, fo fweet, a feat diVorcM. 
Her fate at once did hafty feem, and flow j 
At once too cruel, and unwilling too. 

T H Y R s I s. 
Under how bard a law are mortals born f 
Whom now we envy, we anon muft mourn : 
What Heaven fets higheft, and feems moft to prizej 
Is foon removed from our wondering eyes ! 
But fince the * Sifters did Co foon untwine 
So fair a thread. Til ftrive to piece the line. 
Vouchfafe, fad nymph ! to let me know the dame. 
And to tJIft Mufes I'll commend her name : 
Make the wide country echo to your moan, 
Tiie liftening trees, and favage mountains, groan j 

* Parcae. 

H 3 Wh*t 
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What rock's not moved when the death is fung 
Of onQ fo good, fo lovely, and fo young ? 

Galatea. 
*Twas Hamilton ! — wlmB I had nam'd before. 
But naming her, grief lets me fay no more. 

On the Head of a STAG. 

SO we fome antique Hero's ftrength 
Learn by his lance's weight, and length j 
As thefe vaft beams exprefs the beaft, 
Whofe fhady brows alive they dreft. 
Such game, while yet the world was new> 
The mighty Nimrod did purfue. 
'What huntfman of our feeble race, • 

Or dogs, dare fuch a monfter chafe ? 
Refembling, with each blow he ftrikes. 
The charge of a whole troop of pikes^ 
O fertile head ! which every year 
Could fuch a crop of wonder bear I 
The teeming earth did never bring, 
So foon, fo hard, fo huge a thing : 
Wl^ich might it never have been caft, 
(Each year's growth added to the laft) % 
Thefe lofty branches, had fupply'd - 
The Earth's bold fops' prodigious pride ^ 
Heaven with thefe engines had been fcal'd, 
When mountains heap'd on m&untains faird. 
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To a L A D y in Retirement. 

SEES not my Love, how time refumes 
The glory which he lent thefe flowers ? 
Though none ihould taftc of their perfumes, V* 

Yet muft th jy live but fome few hours t 
Time, what we forbear, devours I 

Had Helen, or th' * Egyptian Queen, 

Been near fo thrifty of their graces 5 
Tbofe beauties muft at length have been • 

The fpoil of age, which finds out faces 

In ^e moft retired places. 

Should fome malignant planet bring 

A baiafen drought, or ceafclefs fhowcr. 
Upon the autumn, or the fpring, 

And fpare us neither fruit nor flower } 

Winter would not ftay an hour. 

Could the refolve of love's negleft 

Preferve you from the violation 
Of coming years, then more refpefl ^ 

Were due to fo divine a fafhion ; 

Nor would I indulge my pskflion. 

• Cleopatra. 

H 4 The 
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Th^ Miser's Speech ; in a Mafque. 

BALLS of this metal flaclcM Atlanta's pace, 
And on the * amorous youth beftowM the race; 
Venus (the nymph's mihd meafuring by her own) 
Whom the rich fpoils of cities overthrown 
H^d proftrated to Mars, could well advifc 
TK' adventurous lover how to gain the prize. 
Nor lefs may Jupiter to gold afcribe : 
For, when he turn'd himfelf into a bribe, 
Who can blame Danae, or the brazen tower. 
That they withftood not that almighty fhower ? 
Never till then, did Love make Jove put on 
A form more bright, and nobler, than his own ^ 
Nor were it juft, would he refume that fhape, 
That flack devotion (hould his thunder fcape. 
'Twas not revenge for griev'd Apollo's wrongs 
Thofe afs's ears on Midas'- temples hung : 
But fond repentance of his happy wifli, 
Becaufe his meat grew metal like his difli. 
Would Bacchus blefs me fo, I'd conftant hold 
Unto my wifti, and die creating gold. 

U^ON BEN JONSON. 

MI R R O R of Poets ! Mirror of our age » 
Which, her whole face beholding on thy Stage, 
Pleas'd, and difpleas'd, with her own faults, endures 
A remedy like thofe whom muGc cures. 

• Hippomenes* 
' ,. Thoti 
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Thou haft alone thofe various inclinalions. 

Which nature gives to ages, fexes, nations : 

So traced with thy all-refembling pen. 

That whatever cultom has impos'd on men. 

Or ill -got habit (which deforms them fo, 

That fcarce a brother can his brother know) 

Is reprefenied to the wondering eyes 

Of all that fee or read thy comedies. 

Whoever in thofe glaffes looks, may find 

The fpots returned, or graces, of his mind ; 

And, by the help of fo divine an art. 

At jeifure view and drefs his nobler part. 

Narciflus, cozen'd by that flattering Well, 

Which nothing could but of his beauty tell. 

Had here, difcovering the deform'd eftate 

Of his fond mind, prefervM himfelf with hate. 

But virtue too, as well as vice, is clad 

In flefh and blood fo well, that Plato had 

Beheld, what his high fancy once embrac'd. 

Virtue with colours, fpeech, and motion graced. 

The fundry poftures of thy copious Mufe 

Who would exprefs, a thoufand tongues muft ufe j 

Whofe fate *s no lefs peculiar than thy artj 

For as thou couldft all charaflers impait. 

So none could render thine ; which (till efcapes> 

Like Proteus, in variety of fhapes : 

Who was, nor this, nor that; but all we find. 

And all we can imagine, in mankind, 

- ON 
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ON MR. JOHN FLETCHER'S PLAYS* 

FLETCHER! to thee we db not only owe 
All thefe good plays, but thofe of others too t 
Thy wit repeated, does fupport the Stage 5 
Credits the laft, and entertains this age. 
No Worthies, formed by any Mufe but thine, . 
Could purchafe robes, to make themfelvcs fo fine^ 

What brave commander is not proud, to fee 
Thy bi-ave Melantius in his gallanti-y ? 
Our greateft Ladies love to fee their fcom 
Out-done by thine, in what themfelves have worn ) 
Th* impatient widow, ere the year be done. 
Sees thy Afpafia weeping in her gown. 

I never yet the Tragic ftrain affay'd, 
Detcr'd by that inimitable * Maid. 
And, when I venture at the comic ftyle, 
Thy Scornful Lady feems to mock my toil.. 

Thus has thy Mufe at once improved and mar*d 
Our fport in Plays, by rendering it too hard I 
So, when a fort of lufty (hepherds throw 
Tht bar by turns, and none the reft out^go 
So far, but that the beft are meafuring caAs^ 
Their emulation and their paftime lafts : 
But, i£ fome brawny Yeoman of the Guard. 
Step in, and tofs the axle-tree a yard. 
Or more, beyond the furtheft mark, the reft 
Defpairing ftand, theic fport is at. the befl* 

• The Maid's Tragedy. 

TO 
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TO MR. GEORGE SANDYS, 
On Ills Translation of fome Parts of the Bible* 

HO W bold, a work attempts that pen. 
Which would enrich our vulgar tong;u(^ 
With the high raptures of thofe men, 

Whp here with the fame fpirit fung. 
Wherewith they now affift the choir 
Of angels, who their fongs admire I 
Whatever thofe infpired fouls 

Were urged to exprefs, did fliakc 
The aged De^p, and both the Poles ; 

Their.numerous thunder could awake 
Dull earth, which does with Heaven coafeni 
To all they wrote, and all they meant.. 
Say, facred Bard ! what could beftow 

Courage, on thee, to foar fo high ? 
Tell me, brave friend ! what help'd thee (b 

To (hake off all mortality ? 
To light thi^ torch, thou haft climbM higher 
Than • he who ftole celeftial fire. 

♦ Prometheus, 
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TO MR, HENRY LAWES, 

Who had then newly fet a Song of mine, 
' in the Year 1635. 

VERSE makes Heroic virtue live y 
But you can life to verfes give. 
As when in open air we blow, 
The breath (thowgh ftrain'd) founds flat and, low? 
But if a trumpet take the blaft, 
It lifts it high, and makes it laft : 
So in your Airs our Numbers dreft. 
Make a fhrill fallyfrom the breaft 
Of nymphs, who finging what we pen'd. 
Our paificns to themfelves commend ; 
While LoVe, viftorious with thy art. 
Governs at once their voice and heart. 

You, by the help of tune and time, 
Can make that Song, which was but Rhyme ? 
Noy * pleading, no man doubts the caufe ; 
Or queftions verfes fet by Lawes. 

As a church-window, thick with paint. 
Lets in a light but dim and faint : 
So others, with divifion, hide 
The light of fenfe, the Poets' pride : 
But you alone may truly boaft 
That not a fyllable is loft : 
The writer's and the fetter's (kill 
At once the ravifh'd ears do fill. 

♦ The Attorney GcncraU 

Let 
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TO MR. HENRY LAWES. xc^ 

Let thofe which only warble long, 
And gargle in their throats a fong, 
Content themfelves with Uty Re, "Mi: 
Let words and fenfe be fet by thee. 

TO SIR WILLIAM D'AVENANT, 

Upon his Two Firft Books of GoNDIBERTJ^^ 

written in France. 

THUS the wife nightingale, that leaves her home. 
Her native wood, when ilorras and winter comej 
Purfuing conftantly the chearful fpringr, 
To foreign groves does her old muQc bring. 

The drooping Hebrews' banifli'd harps, unftrung . 
At Babylon, upon the willows hung : 
Yours founds aloud, and tells us you excel 
No lefs in courage, than in finging well ; 
While, unconcernM, you let your counti-y know^ 
They have impoverilh'd themfelves, not you : 
Who, with the Mufes' help, can mock thofe fate« 
Which threaten kingdoms, and diforder ftates. 
So Ovid, when from Caefar's rage he fled. 
The Roman Mufe to Pontus with him led : 
Where he fo fung, that we, through pity's glafs^ 
See Nero milder than Auguftus was. 
Hereafter fuch, in thy behalf, (hall be 
Th' indulgent cenfure of pofterity. 
To bani/h thofe who with fuch art can fing, 
Is a rude crime, which its own curfe doth bring: 
Ages to come (hall ne'er know how they fought. 
Nor how to love their prefent youth be taught, 

Thi« 
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This to thyfelf. — ^Now to thy matchlefs hookt ' 

Wherein thofe few that can with judgment look. 
May find old love in pure frefli language told 5 
Like new ftamp'd coin, made out of Angel-gold; 
Such truth in love as th' antique world did know» 
In fuch a ftyle as Courts may boaft of now : 
Which no bold tales of Gods or monfters fwellj 
But human palfions, fuch as with us dwell. 
Man is thy theme ; his virtue, or his rage, 
*Drawn to the life in each elaborate page. 
Mars, nor Bellona, are not named here 5 
But fuch a Gondibert as both might fear : 
Vtnus had here, and Hebe, been outfliin'd. 
By thy bright Birtha, and thy Rhodalind. 
Such is thy happy (kill, and fuch the odds 
Betwixt thy Worthies, and the Grecian Gods f 
Wttofe Deities in vain had here come down. 
Where ihortal beauty wears the fovereign crown i 
Such as, of flelh composed, by flcfh and bloody 
Though not refifted, may be tmderftood. 

TO MY WORTHY FRIEND, MR. WASE, 

' The Tranflator of Gratius. 

THUS, by the mufic, we may know 
When noble wits a-hunting go. 
Through groves that on Parnaflus grow» 

The Mufes all the ehace adorn ; 
My friend on Pegafus is borne: 
/Vnd yOUDg Apolb winds the horn; 

Haying 
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Having old Gratius in the wind. 
No pack of critics e>r could find. 
Or he know more of his own mind. 

Here huntfmen with delight may read 
How to chufe dogs, for fcent or fpeed ; 
And how to change or mend the breed : 

What arms to ufe, or nets to frame. 
Wild beads to combat, or to tame i 
With all the myfteries of that game. 

But, worthy friend ! the face of war 
In antient times doth differ far. 
From what our fiery battles are. 

Nor is it like, fmce powder known. 
That man, fo cruel to his own, 
Should fpare the race of beafts alone» 

No quarter now : but with the gun 
Men wait in trees, from fun to fun j 
And all is in a moment done. 

And therefore we cxpeft your next 
Should be no comment, but a text ; 
To tell how modem beafts are vext. 

Thus would I further yet engage 
Your gentle Mufe to court the age 
With fomewhat of your proper rage : 

Since none doth more to Phoebus owe. 
Or in more languages can fliow 
Thofe arts, which you fo carjy knoWi 

'To 
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To his worthy Friend Mafter EVELYN, 
Upon his Tranfiition of Lucretius. 

LUCRETIUS (with a ftork-like fate. 
Born and tranflated in a ftate) 
Comes to proclaim in Englifh verfe. 
No monarch iiiles the univerfe : 
But chance and atoms make this All 
In order democratical ; 
Where bodies freely run their courfe. 
Without defign, or fate, or force. 
And this in fuch a ftrain he fings. 
As if his Mufe, with Angels' wings. 
Had foarM beyond our utmoft fphere. 
And other worlds dlfcoverM there. 
For his immortal, boundlefs wit, 
To nature does no bounds permit ; 
But boldly has removed thofe bars 
Of heaven, and earth, and feas, and ftars^ 
By which they were before fuppos'd, 
By narrow wits, to be inclos'd j 
-Till his free Muf? threw down the pale. 
And did at once difpark them all. 
So vaft this argument did feem. 
That the wife author did cfteem 
The Roman language (which was fpread 
O'er the whole world, in triumph led) 
A tongue too narrow to unfold 
The wonders which he .would have told. 
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This fpeaks thy glory, noble friend ! 
And Bridih language does commend : 
For here, Lucretius whole we find, 
His words, his myfic, and his mind. 
Thy art has to our country brought 
All that he writ, and all he thought. 
Ovid ti-anAated, Virgil too, 
ShewM long fmce what our tongue could do : 
Nor Lucan we, nor Horace fparM j 
Only Lucretius was too hard. 
Lucretius, like a Fort, did (land 
Untouched ; till your victorious hand 
Did from his head this garland bear, 
Which now upon your own you wear. 
A garland ! made of fuch new bays. 
And fought in fuch untrodden ways ; 
As no man's temples e'er did crown. 
Save this great author's, and your own. 

To his worthy Friend Sir THOMAS HIGGONS, 
Upon his Tranflation of the Venetian Trivmph* 

THE* winged lion's not fo fierce in fight. 
As Libcri's hand prefents him to our fight : 
Nor would his pencil make him half fo fierce. 
Or roar fo loud, as Bufmello's verfe : 
But your tranflation does all three excel. 
The fight, the piece, and lofty Bufinel. 

• Th^ Arms of Venice, 

I As 
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As their fmall gallics may not hold compare 
With our uU ihips, whofe fails employ more air: 
So does th* Italian to your genius veil, 
Mov'd with a fuller and a nobler gale. 
Thus, while your Mufe fpreads the Venetian ftory. 
You make all Europe emulate her glory : 
You make them blufli, weak Venice fliould defend 
The caufe of heaven, while they for words contends 
Shed Chriftian blood, and populous cities rafe, 
Becaufe they're taught to ufe fome different phnUb. 
If, liftening to your charms, we could our jars 
Compofe, and on the Turk difcharge thefe wars i 
Our Britifh arms the facred tomb might wreft 
From Pagan hands, and triumph o>r the eaft : 
And then you might our own high deeds recite« 
And with great Tailb celebrate the fight. 

• VERSES TO DR. GEORGE ROGERS, 

Oo his taking the Degree of Do^lor in Phyfic 

at Padua, in the Year 1664^ 

XT7Hf:N as of old the earth's bold children drove, 
^ ^ With hills on hills, to fcale the thronb of Jove j 
Pallas and Mars ftood by their fovereign's fide. 
And thehr bright arms in his defence employM s 

While 

• This little Poem (firft inferted among Waller^t 
V/orks in 1772) was printed, together with feveral 
Others on the fame 'occailon^ by Dr. Rogers, along 

wish 
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While the wife Phoebus, Hermes, and the reft. 

Who joy in peace, aikl love the Mufes beft, 

Defccnding from their fo diftemper'd feat. 

Our groves and meadows chofe for their retreat. 

There firft Apollo tiy'd the various ufe 

Of herbs, and learnM the virtues of their juice. 

And fi-am'd that Art, to which who can pretend 

A jufter title than our noble Freind j 

Whom the like tempeft drives from his abode. 

And like employment entertains abroad ? 

This crowns him hei-ej and in the bays fo earnM, 

His country's honour is no lefs corcernM j 

Since it appears not all the Englifh rave. 

To ^in bent : fome ftudy bow to fave j 

And as Hippocrates did once extend 

His f&cred ait, whole cities to amend ; 

So we, brave Freind, fuppofe that thy great (kill. 

Thy gentle mind, and fair example, will. 

At thy return, reclaim our frantic ifle. 

Their fpirito calm,^and peace again fhall fmile. 

Edm. Waller, Anglus. 

with his inaugural exercife at Padua; and afterwards 
in the fame manner re-publiihed by him at London, 
together with his Harveian Oration befoi-e the College 
of Phyficians, in the year 16S2, while Mr. Waller was 
yet living. Though the above verfes were firft printed 
in 1664^ they feem to have been written before the Re- 
ftoration, as appears from the lines towards the con- 
cloilon. Stockdale. 
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CHLORIS AND HYLAS. 
' Made to a Saraband. 

CHLORIS. 

HYLAS, oh Hylas ! why fit we mute. 
Now that each bird faluteth the fpring? 
Wind up the flacken'd firings of thy lute, 

Never can ft thou want matter to fing: 
For love thy breaft does fill with fuch a fire. 
That whatfoe'er is fair moves thy defire. 

HYLAS. 

Sweeteft ! you know, the fweeteft of things 
Of various flowers the bees do compofe : 

Yet no particular tafte it brings 

Of violet, woodbine, pink, or rofe : 

So, love'the refult is of all the graces 

Which flow from a thoufand feveral faces. 

CHLORIS. 

Hylas ! the birds which chaunt in this grove. 
Could we but know the language they ufe, 
. They would inflruft us better in love. 
And reprehend thy inconftant Mufe : 
For love their breafts does fill with fuch a fire. 
That what they once do chufe, bounds their defire. 

HYLAS. 

Chloris ! this change the birds do approve. 
Which the warm feafon hither does bring : 

Time from yourfelf does further remove 
YovL, than the winter from the gay fpring : 

Sbc 
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She that like lightning fhinM while her face lafted, 
The oak now refembles which lightning hath blafted. 

In Anfwer of Sir John Suckling's Verfes. 

CON. 

QiTAT bere, fond youth ^ and ajk no more^ he twifcy 
^ Knoiving too muchy long fince loft Paradife, 

PRO. 
And, by your knowledge, we ihould be bereft 
Of all that Paradife which yet is left. 

CON. 
^e ^virtuous joys thou hafty thou ixjouldft fljould ft ill 
Laft in their pride t and nvouldft not take it ill 
If rudefyy from f<weet dreams y and for a toy, 
Thou twalCd? be ivakes bimfelf that does enjoy, 

PRO. 
How can the joy, or hope, which you allow 
Be ftyled virtuous, and the end not fo ? 
Talk in your fleep, and (hadows ftill admire I 
'Tis true, he wakes that feels this real fii-e 5 
But— to fleep better: for whoe'er drinks deep* 
Of this Nepenthe, rocks himfelf afleep. 

CON. 
Fruition adds no netv nvealtby but deftroys ; 
And wbik it pleafetb much, yet ftill it cloys. 
JFbo tbinh'be ftiould.he happier made for thaty 
As reafonably might hope he might groiu fat 
By eating, to a furfeit : this once paft, 
Hljat relijbes ? rv'« kiffes lofe their tafte. 
-' ' I 3 P RQ. 
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PRO. 
Bleffings may be repeated, while they cloy; 
But (hall we ftarve, 'caufe furfeitings deftroy ? 
And if fruition did the taftc impair 
Of kiffes, why ihould yonder happy pair, 
Whofe joys juft Hymen warrants all the nighty 
Confume the day too in this lefs delight ? 

CON. 
Urgg not ^tis neceffary-y aku! *we know 
Tbe bomelieft thing that mankind does, is fo* 
The nvorU is of a large extent <we fee. 
And muft be peopled, children there mufi ^^.— - 
So mufi bread too : but fince there are enough 
horn to that drudgery, lubat need nuephugbf 

PRO. 
I need not plough, fince what the ftooping hine 
Gets of my pregnant land, muft all be min^ : 
But in this nobler tillage, "tis not foj 
For when Anchifcs did fair Venus know^ 
What intereft had poor Vulcan in the hvy. 
Famous ^nea8> or the prefentjoy? 

CON. 
Women enjoyed, 'whatever before thef^ve been, 
dre like Romances read, or fcenes oncefeenz 
fruitiok dulls, or Jpoils the Play, much more 
Than if one read, or knew, the plot before, 

PRO. 
Plays and Romances, read and feen, do fall 
In our opinions ; yet, not f<^n at all, 

Wha 
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Whom would they pleafe ? To an heroic tale 
Would you not liften^ left it (hould grow ftale f 

CON. 
'*Tu ixpiSation makes a blejjing dear \ 
Heaven *were not heaven, if tve kne*w what it were 

PRO. 
If 'twere not heaven if we knew what it were, 
*Twould not be heaven to thofe that now are there. 

CON. 
And as in froJ^eHs *we are there pleased mojf, 
in>ere fomething keeps the eye from being loft^ 
And lea*ves us room to guefs : fo here, reftraint 
Holds up delight i that tvitb excefs nuould faints 

PRO. 
Reftraint preferves the pleafure we have got. 
But he ne^r has it, thatt enjoys it not. 
In goodly profpe^ls, who contrails the fpace, -^ 
Or takes not all the beauty of the place } 
We wiih removM what ftandeth in our lights 
And nature blame for limiting our (ight : 
Where you ftand wifely winking, that the view 
Of the fair profpe^l may be always new. 

CON. 
neyy nxfh9 knonv all the tvealth they have^ are po9ri 
He V only rich that cannot tell his flore» 

PRO. 
Not he that knows the wealth he has, is poor^ 
3ut he that dares not touch, nor nk his ftore. 

1 4 T« 
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TO A FRIEND, 
Of the different Succefs of their Loves. 

THRICE happy Pair I of whom we cannot know 
Which firft began to love, or loves moft now : 
Fair courfe of paffion ! where two lovers ftart,. 
And run together, heart ftill yokM with heart : 
Succefsful youth ! whom Love has taught the way 
To be viftorious, in the firft eflay. 
Sure love 's an art beft praftifed at firft, 
And where th' experienced ftill profper worft ! 
I, with a different fate, purfued in vain 
The haughty Caelia; till my juft difdain 
Of her ncgleft, above that paflion borne. 
Did pride to pride oppofe, and fcorn to fcom* 
Now (he relents 5 but all too late, to move 
A heart direfted to a nobler love : 
The fcales are turnM, her kindnefs weighs no more 
Now, than my vows and fervice did before. 
So, in fome well -wrought hangings, you may fee 
How He£lor leads, and how the Grecians flee : 
Here, the fierce Mars his courage fo infpires, 
That with bold hands the Argive fleet he fires : 
But there, from heaven the * blue-ey'd virgin falls, 
And frighted Troy retires within her walls: 
They that are foremoft in that bloody race, 
Turn head anon, and give the conquerors chafe. 
So like the chances are of love and war. 
That they alone in this diftinguifti'd are 5 
In love, the vigors from the vanquifh'd fly : 
They fly that wound, and they purfue that die. 

* Minerva. Ab 
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An APOLOGY for having loved before. 

THEY that never had the ufe 
Of the grape's furprizing juice, 
To the firft delicious cup 
AH their .reafon render up : 
Neither do, nor care to know. 
Whether it be beft or no. 

So, they that are to love inclin'd, 
Sway'd by chance, not choice or art, 

To the firft that 's fair or kind. 
Make a prefent of their heart : 

'Tis not (he that firft we love, ^ 

But whom dying we approve. 

To man, that was in th' evening madcj^ 

Stars gave the firft delight ; 
Admiring, in the gloomy fhade, 

Thofe little drops of light : 
Then, at Aurora, whofe fair hand 

Remov'd them from the fkies, 
He gazing toward the eaft did ftand. 

She entertainM his eyes. 

But when the bright fun did appear. 

All thofe he 'gan defpife 5 
His wonder was determined there. 

And could no hig-her rife s 



He 
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He neither might, nor wifliM to know 

A more refulgent light : 
For that (as mine your beauties now) 

Employed his utmoft Hght. 

TO ZELINDA. 

FAIREST piece of well-form'd earth ! 
Urge not thus your haughty birth ; 
The power, which you have o*er us, lies 
Not in your race, but in your eyes. 
None but a prince ! — alas ! that voice 
Confines you to a narrow -choice. 
Should you no honey vow to tafte. 
But what the mafter-bees have placed 
In compaTs of their cells, how fmall 
A portion to your (hare would fall ! 
Nor all appear among thofe few. 
Worthy the ftock from whence they grew : 
The fap, which at the root is bred. 
In trees, through all the boughs is ipread{ 
But virtues, which in parents ihine. 
Make not like progrefs through the line, 
^is not from whom,' but where, we live t 
The place does oft thofe graces give. 
Great Julius, on the mountains bred, 
A flock perhaps, or herd, had led : 
• He that the world fubdued, bad been 
Btit the beft wrefUer on the green. 

* Alexander* 
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■•Tis art, and knowledge, which draw forth 
The hidden feeds of native worth ; 
They blow thofe fparks, and make them rift ^ 
Into fuch flames as touch the fktes : 
' To the old Heroes hence was given 
A pedigree, which reach'd to heaven : 
Of mortal feed they were not held. 
Which other mortals fo excell'd. 
And beauty too, in iVich excefs 
As yours, Zelinda ! claima no lefs : 
Smile but on me, and you (hall fcom 
Henceforth to be of Princes bom. 
I can defcribe the (hady grove. 
Where your lov'd mother (lept with Joves 
And yet excufe the faultlefs dame. 
Caught with her fpoufe's (hape and name : 
Thy matchlefs form will credit bring 
To all the wonders I ihall iing. 

To my Lady MORTON, on NEW-YBAR's-DATt 
at the Louvre in Paris. 

MAD AMI new-yean may wpll expert to lind 
Welcome ffom you, to whom they are fo kindi 
Still as they pafs, diey court and fmile on yov; 
And make your beauty, as themfelves, feem neW« 
To the fair Villars we Dalkeith prefer ; 
And faireft Morton now as much to her: 
io like the fun^s advance your titles (how. 
Which, as he rifes, does the wanner grow# 

But 
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But thuy to ftyle you fair, your fex's praife. 
Gives you but myrtle, who may challenge bays } 
From armied foes to bring a * Royal prize. 
Shews your brave heart victorious as your eyes. 
If Judith, marching with the General's head» 
Can give us paf]^on when her ftory 's read j 
What may the living do, which brought away 
Though a lefs bloody, yet a nobler prey ? 
Who from our flaming Troy, with a bold hand, 
SnatchM her fair .charge, the Princefs, like a brand: 
A brand ! prefervM to warm fome Prince's heart; 
And make whole kingdoms take her f Brother's part. 
So Venus, from prevailing Greeks, did flirowd • 
The X hopQ of Rome, and fav'd him in a cloud* 

This gallant a£l may cancel all our rage. 
Begin a betiter, and abfolve this age. 
Dark fliades become the portrait of our time $ 
Here weeps Misfortune, and there triumphs Crime I 
Let him that draws it hide the reft in night j 
This portion only may endure the light, 
* Where the kind Nymph, changing her faultlefs (hape. 
Becomes unhandfome, handfomely to fcape. 
When through the guards, the river, and the fes^ 
Faith, beauty, wit, and courage, made their way. ' 
As the brave eagle does with forrow fee 
Tbn foreft wafted j and that lofty tree 

* Henrietta Maria, youngeft Daughter to K. Ch. L 

t K. Charles II. 

J iEnw ' 

Which 
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Which holds her neft about to be oe'rthrown, , 
Before the feathers of her young arc grown 5 
She will not leave them, nor ihe cannot ftay,^ 
But bears them boldly on her wings away :,, 
So fled the dame, and o'er the ocean bore ,- 
Her princely burthen to the Gallic (hore., ,-, 

Born in the ftorms of war, this Royal Fair, 
Produced like lightning in tempcftuous air, 
Though now (he flies her native ifle (Icfs kind, 
Lcfs fafe for her than either fea or wind !) 
Shall, when the bloflbm of her beauty *s blown, 
See her great Brother on the Britifli throne : 
Where peace ftiall fmile, and fio difpute arife, ; '• 
But which rules moft, his fceptre, or her eyes. 

TO A FAIR LADY, 
Playing with a Snake. 

STRANGE! that fuch horror, and fuch grace» 
Should dwell together in one place j 
A Fury's arm, an Angel's face I 

''Tis innocence, and youth, which makes 

In Cbloris* fancy fuch miftakes. 

To ftart at love, and play with fnakes. 

By this, and by her coldnefs, barr'd, 

Her fervants have a taflc too hard : 

The tyrant has a double guard ! . ^ 

Thrice 
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^l^uice ^appy Tnake I that in her fl^eve 
May btrf(lly creep ; we dare not give 
Our thouffhts fo unconfinM a leave. 

Contented \a tliat neft of fnow 
J^e lies, as hs his blifs did know; 
And to the w^d no more would go. 

Take heed, fair five! fou do not make 

Another tempter of thii fnake ; 

A marble one, fo waroiM, would fpeak. ^ 

THE NIGHT-PIECE^ 

Or» a Pi6lure drawn in the Dark. 

DARKNESS, which faireft nympb^ diiarmH 
Defends us ill from Mira*8 charms: 
, Mira can lay her beaxrty by. 
Take no advantage of the eye ; 
Quit all that Lcly's art can take^ 
And yet a thoufand captives make. 

Her fpecch is graced with fwectcr found;; 
Than in another's fong is found : 
And all her well-placM words are darts^ 
Which need no light to reach our hearts » 
As the bright ftars, and Milky Way, 
Shewed by the night, ape hid by diy ; 
So we, in that acc'om,plifhM mind, 
Help'd by the night, new graces End^ 

Whick 
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Which by the fplendor of her view. 
Dazzled before, we never knew. 

While we converfe with her, we mark 
No want of day, nor think it dark : 
^Her (hining image is a light 
Fixt in our hearts, and conquers night* 

Like jewels to advantage fet. 
Her beauty by the (hade does get : 
There, blufhes, frowns, and cold difdain. 
All that our paUion might reftrain. 
Is hid, and our indulgent mind 
Prefents the fair idea kind. 

Yet, friended by the night, wc dare 
Only in whifpers tell our care : * 

He that on her his bold hand lays 
With Cupid's pointed arrows plays ; 
They with a touch (they are fo keen !) 
Wound us unfhot, and (he unfeen. 

All near approaches threaten deatb, 
Wc may be (liip-wreckM by her breath: 
Love, favoured once with that fweet galfr, 
Doubles his hafte, and fills his fail ^ 
Till he arrive where (he muft prove 
The haven, or the rock, of love* 

So, we th* Arabian coaft do know 
At diftance, when the i*pices blow i 
By the rich odour taught to fteer. 
Though neither day nor fUrs appear* 

Part 
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Part of the Fourth Book of Virgil's ^NEIs'^ 
tranilated. 

Beginning at Verfe 437. 
((«««« Talefque miferrima fletus 
** Fertquc refertquc foror. ••••'• 

And ending with 
«' Adnixitorquentfpumas,ctcaenila vemint.** Ver.583, 

AL L this her weeping * fiftcr does repeat 
To the ftern f man, whom nothing could intreat^ 
Loft were her prayers, and fruitlefs were her tears ! 
Fate, and great Jove, had ftopt his gentle ears. 
As when loud winds a well-grown oak would rend 
Up by the roots, this way and that they bend 
His reeling trunk ; and with a boifterous found 
Scatter his leaves, and ftrew them on the ground : 
He fixed ftands ; as deep his roots do lie 
Down to the centre, as his top is high : 
^o lefs on every fide the Hero preft. 
Feels love, and pity, (hake his noble breaft ; 
And down his cheeks though fruitlefs tears do roily 
' UnmovM remains the purpofe of his fouK 
Then Dido, urged with approaching fate. 
Begins the light of cmel heaven to bate. 

• * Anns. f ^neas. 

Hw 
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:r refolution to difpatcb, and die, 

>nfir^'d by many a horrid prodigy !. 

he water, confecrate for facriiice, 

gpeais all black to her amazed eyes ;~ 

he wine to putrid blood, converted flows> . 

''hich from her none, not her own fifter, knows* 

ifides,, there ftood, as facred to her * Lord, 

marble temple which (he much adorM;. 

'ith fnowy fleeces and frefh garlands crownMj. 

ence every night proceeds a dreadful found $ 

er hufband's voice. invites her to his tomb*. 

nd difmal owls prefage.the ills to come. 

^fides, the prophecies*of wizards old 

creas'd her terror, and her fall foretold : 

orn!d and defertcd to herfelf ihe feems j 

nd finds ^neas cniel in her dreams. 

So, to mad Pentheus, double Thebes appears 5 . 

nd Furies howl in his diilempcr'd ears. 

reftes fo, with like diftraftion.toft,. 

made to fly his mother's angry ghoft. 
Now grief and fury to their height arrive j, 
eath flie decrees, and thus does it contrive., 
er grieved lifter, with a chearful grace, 
lope well-diflembled fliining in- her face) 
le thus deceives. Dear fifter ! let us prove . 
he cure I have invented for my love, 
:yond the land of Ethiopia lies 
he plac&^hcre Atlas does fupport the ikies: 

• Sichae^s.* 

K ' Hencc^ 
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Hence came an old magician, that did ke^p 

Th' Hefperian fruit, ahd made the dragcfn fleep't 

Her potent charms do tronbied fonls relieve. 

And, where fhe lifts, makes calmeft minds to grlevier 

The courfe of rivers, and of heaven, can ftofx. 

And call trees down from th' airy motintain^ tb^. 

Witnefs, ye Gods ! and thou, my deareft part ! 

How loth I am to tempt this guilty art. 

£re6^ a pile, and on it let us place 

That bed, where I my ruin did embrace : % 

With all the rtliques of our impious gueft. 

Arms, fpoils, and prefents, let the pile be dreft^ 

(The knowing woman thus prefcribcs) that vrt 

May rafe the man out of our memory. 

Thus fpeaks the Queen, but bides the fatafend 
For which (he doth thofe facred rites pretend. 
Nor worfe etk€is of grief her fifter thought 
Would follow, than Sichaeus* murder wro«^t^ 
Therefore obeys her : and now heaped high 
The cloven oaks and lofty pines do lie ; 
Hung all with wreaths and flowery garlands round |, 
So by herfelf was her own funeral crown'd ! 
Upon the top the Trojan's image lies. 
And his fliarp fword, Mrlierewith Mion (he dies. 
They by the altar ftand, while with loofe hair 
The magic prophetefs begins her prayer : 
On Chaos, Erebus, and all the Gods, 
Which in tV infernal fhades have their abodeSf 
She loudly calls ; befprinkling all the room 
With drops, fuppos'd ffoxb. Lethe's lake to come. 

She 
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She feeks the knot which <m the forehead grows 

Of new-foal'd eoltt, and herb« by moon-iight mows. 

A cake of leavm in her pious hands 

Holds the devoted Queen, and barefoot ftands : 

One tender foot was bare, the other ihod» 

Her robe iingirt, invoking every God^ 

And every Power $ if any be above, 

Which takes regard of ill-reqtiitcd love I 

Now ^hftis the time, when weary mortiils fteep 
Their carefal temples in the dew of Sleep : 
On feas, on earth, and all that in them dwell, 
A death-like quiet and deep iilence fell : 
But not on Dido ! whofe untamed mind 
Refused to be by facred night confin'd : 
A double pafTion in he^ breaft docs move^ 
Love, and fierce anger for negle6led love. 
Thus ihe aifiias her foul : What ftiall I do ? 
With fate inverted, Ihall I humbly woo ? 
And fome proud prince, in wild Numidia bom. 
Pray to accept me, and forget my.icom ? 
Or, ftiall 1 with th' ungrateful Trojan go, 
Quit all my ftate, and wait upon my foe ? 
Is not enough, by fad experience ! kaoWa 
The perjur'd raoe of falfe Laomedon ? 
With my Stdofiisns fl>all I give them chace, 
Bands hardly forced from their native place ? 
Ko— die I and let this f»K>rd ^y fury tame 5 
Nought but %hy blood can <{ue»ch this guiity Aame, 

Ah fifter 1 valiquilh'd with my paflion, thou 
BetMy^'dltMt -Sjefti 4tfp«nfiTig with my t«/w, 

£ -^ K a nU 
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Had I been conftant to Sichaeus ftill. 

And fingle livM) I had not known this ill I 

Such thoughts torment the Queen*s enraged bread 
While the Dardanian does fecurely reft 
In his tall (hip, for Aidden flight preparM ; 
To whom once more the fon of Jove appeared j 
Thus feems to fpeak the youthful Deity, 
Voice, hair, and colour, all like Mercury. 

Fair Venus* feed t canft thou indiilge thy fleep,. 
Nor better guard in fuch great danger keep, i 
Mad, by |)egle£b to lofe fo fair % wind I 
If here thy fliips the purple morning flnd>. 
Thou ilialt behold this hoftile harbour ihine. 
With a new fleet, and fires, to ruin thine ; 
She meditates revenge, refolv'd to die 5 
Weigh anchor quickly, and her fury fly. 

This faid, the God in fhades of night retired, 
AmazM JBneas, with the warning fir*d. 
Shakes off dull fleep, and roufing up his men,^ 
Behold ! the Gods command our flight again. 
Fall to your oars, and all your canvas fpread : 
What God foe'er that thus vouchfafes to lead. 
We follow gladly* and thy will obey^ 
Afllft us ftill, fmoothing our happy way^ 
And make the reft propitious! — With that wor4^ 
He cuts the cable with his (hinlng fword t 
Through all the navy doth like ardor reign. 
They quit the fliore, and ru(h into the main : . 
Placed on their banks, the lufty Trojans fweep 
Neptune's i<noQtb face, and cleave the yielding deep 
' " . * i 
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On the Piaurc of a F A I R YOUTH, 
Taken after he was Dead. 

AS gatherM flowers, while their wounds are new. 
Look gay and fre(h, as oi\ the ftalk they grew j 
Tom from the root that nourifliM, them a while 
{Not taking notice of their fate) they fmile j 
And, in the hand which rudely pluck'd them, fhow 
Fairer than thofe that to their autumn grow : 
So love and beauty ftill that vifage grace : 
Death cannot fright them from their wonted place. 
Alive, the hand of crooked Age had marr'd 
Thofe lovely features, which cold Death has fpar'd. 

No wonder then he fped in love To well. 
When his high paflion he liad breath to tell ; 
When that accomplifti'd foul, in this fair frame. 
No bufinefs hadj but to perfuade that dame; 
Whofe mutual love advancM the youth fo high. 
That, but to heaven, he could no higher fly. 

On a Brede of divers Colours, woven by Four Ladies. 

TWICE twenty flender virgin-fingers twine 
This cunotts web, where all their fancies (hineu 
As nature them, fo they this (hade have wrought j 
Soft as thf ir hands, and various as their thought. 
Not Juno^s bii'd, when, his fair train dis-fpread. 
He wooes the female to his painted bed ; 
No, not the bow, which fo adorns the flues. 
So glorious is, or boafts fo many dyes. 

K 3 A PA- 
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A PANEGYRIC 
TO MY LORD PROTECTOR, 

Of the prdent Greatnefs, and joint Interefl:, 
of His Highness and this Nation. 

WHILE with a ftreng, and yet a gentle, hand. 
You bridle faction, and our hearts command^ 
Protect us from oui-felves, and from the foe. 
Make us unite, and make us conquer too i 

Let partial fpirits ftill aloud complain : 
Think themfelvcs injured that they cannot reign : 
And own no libertyj but where they may 
Without contronl upon their fellows prey. 

Above the waves as Neptune ihewM his face 
To chide the winds, and fave the Trojan race ; 
So has your Highnefs, raisM above the reft. 
Storms of ambition, toiling us, repreft. 

Your drooping country, torn with civil hate, 
ReftorM by you, is made a glorious ftate | ^ 

The feat of empire, where the Iriih come. 
And the unwilling Scots, to fetch their doom. 

The fea *s jour own : and now, all nations greet. 
With bending fail^, each veflel of our fleet : 
Your power extends as far as winds can blow. 
Or fwelling fails upon the globe may go* 

5 Heafca 
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Heaven (that hath plac'd this i£and to givje law. 
To balance Europe, and her itates to awe) 
In tbjs co]A}un^ion doth on Britain finile ; 
The gre^tel^ Leader, and the greateft Ifle ! 

Whether this portion of the world were rent. 
By the rude ocean, from the contineat j 
Or thvA created $ it w^s fure deiign'd 
To be the facred refuge of mankind. 

Hither th' opprefled ihall henceforth refort, 
Juftice to crave, and Aiccour, at your Court ^ 
And then your HigKnefs, not for ours alon^. 
But for the world's Prote^or ihall be known. 

Fame, fwifter than your wiagsd navy, flies 
Throvgh every land ifhat negr the ocean lies ; 
Sounding your name, and tell^g dreadful n«ws 
To all that piracy aod rapine ufe. 

With Aich a Chief the meaneft i^tion bleft. 
Might hope to lift her head above the reft t 
VF-hat may be thought impo^ble to do 
By us, embraced by the Sea and You ? 

LonfU of tl^ world's gmat wafije, the ocean, we 
MVhph foFeijks fend to reign upon the fea ; 
And every coail jnay trouble, or relieve : 
But none can yifit us without your leave. 

Angels, an4 we, hftve this prerogative. 
That none can at our happy ^ts airrive t 
While we defcmnl ait plceaf^re, tQ invade 
The bad with vengeance, aiui the go^d t9 iU$b 

, ' K 4 Our 
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Our little world, the image of the great, 
Like that, amidft the boundlefs ocean let. 
Of her own growth hath aH that nature craves { 
And all that 's rare, as tribute from the ^ 



As Egypt does not on the clouds rely. 
But to the Nik owes more than to the (ky? 
So, what our earth, and what our heaven, deoiesy 
Our cver-conftant friend, the fea, fupplies. 

The tafte of hot Arabia's fpice we know. 
Free from the fcorching fun that makes it grow ? 
Without the worm, in Perfian filks we (hine; 
And, without planting, drink of every vine. 

To dig for wealth, we weary not o^r limbs ; 
Gold, though the heavieft metal, hither fwims « 
Ours is the harveft where the Indians mow. 
We plough the Deep, and reap what others fow. 

Things of the nobleft kind our own foil breeds^ 
Stout are our men, and warlike are our fteeds : 
Rome, though her eagle through the world had flown. 
Could never make this ifland all her own* 

Here the third Edward, and the Black Prince tooy 
France-conquering Henry flourifh'd 5 and now You : 
For whom we ftayM, as did the Grecian ftate. 
Till Alexander came to urge their fate. 

When for more worlds the Macedonian cry'd, 
We wift not Thetis in her lap did hide 
Another yet t a world refervM for yon, 
To make^more great than that he did fabdue. 

He 
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He fafely -might old troops to battle lead, 
Againft th* unwarlike Pcrfian and the Mede ; 
"Whofe-hafty flight did, from a bloodiefs field, 
•More ipoils than honour to the vi6tor yield. 

A race unconquer'd, by their clime made bold. 
The Caledonians, arm'd with want and cold. 
Have, by a fate indulgent to your fame, 
Been from all ages kept for you to tame. 

Whom the old Roman wall Co ill confinM, 
With a new chain of garrifons you bind i • 
Here foreign gold no more fhall make them come} 
Our Englifh iron holds them faft at home. 

They, that henceforth muft be content to know 
No-warmer region than their hills of fnow. 
May blame the fun 5 but muft extol your grace. 
Which in our f^nate hath allowed them place. 

PreferM by conqueft, happily overthrown. 
Falling they rife, to be with us made one : 
€0 kind Di6lators made, when they c^me home. 
Their vanquifh*d foes free citizens of Rom^^ 

Like favour find the Lrifh, with like fate. 
Advanced to be a ]K>rtion of our ftate : 
While by your valour, and your bounteous mind» 
Nations divided by the fea are joinM. 

Holland^ to gain your friendship, is content 
To be oi|r out-guard on the Continent : 
She from her fellow-provinces would .go. 
Rather than &uard to have you her foe 
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In our late fight, when cannons did diflfufey 
Preventing pofts, the terroi* and the news ; 
Our Neighbour-Princes trembled at their roar : 
Sut our conjun^ton makes them tremble moie. 

Your nev«*-failing fword made war to ceai^; 
And now you heal us with the a£ts of peace t 
Our minds with bounty and with awe eagagi8» 
Invite afFe6lion, and reftrain our n^. 

Lefs pleafure take brave minds in battles woa. 
Than in^'eftoring fucb as are undone s 
Tigers have cotirage, and the rugged bear. 
But man alone can whom he conquers fpare. 

To pardon, willing ; and to puniih, loth ; 
You ftrike with one hand, but you heal with>botli» 
Lifting up dl diat proftrate lie, you grieve 
You cannot make the dead again to live* 

When fate or error had our age miiled. 

And o^er this nation foch confufion fpread^ 

The only cure, which could from heaven come dow»». 

Was fo much power and piety in one i 

One ! whofe extraAibn from an antioRt line 
Gives hope again that well-born men may ihiae s 
The nieaneft, in your nature mild atvd good^ 
The noble, reft iec«M«dia your blood. 

Oft have w« wender*d^ liow you hid in peac« 
A mind proportioned ipTfuch things » the^e^ 
How fuch a raiing fptrifi^u could raftraini 
And pi*a£Ufe 6xJk over ymirkif to Migi> 

Your 
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Your private life did a juft pattern give, 
Hovtr fathers, huibands, .pious Tons, fiiould Hve x 
Bom to command, your Princely virtues flept. 
Like humble David's, while the fiock he kept. 

But when your troubled country caird you fordi. 
Your flaming courage and your matchlefs worth. 
Dazzling the eyes pf all that did pretend, 
To fierce contention gave a profperous end. 

Still as you rife, the ftate, exalted too. 
Finds no diftemper while 'tis chang'd by you ; 
Changed like the world's great fcenc! when, without 
The rifmg fun night's vulgar lights deftroys, [noi(e. 

Had you, fome ages paft, this race of glory 
Run, with amazement we (hould read your ftory : 
But living virtue, all atchievements paft, 
Meets envy ftill, to grapple with at laft. 

This Caefar found : and that ungrateful age, 4 
With lofing him, went back to blood and rage: 
Miftakeii Brutus thought to \)reak their yoke. 
But cut the bond of union with that ftroke. 

That fun on^e fet, a thoufand meaner ftars 
Gave a dim light' to violence and wars ; 
To fuch a tempeft as now threatens all. 
Did not your mighty arm prevent the fall. 

If Rome's great fens^te could not wield that fword. 
Which of the conquer'd world had made them Lord f 
What hope had ours, whil^ yet their power wa» new# 
To rule victorious armies, but by you ? ^ . 

• Ydul 
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You ! that had taught them to fubdue their fotSf 
Could order teach, and their tiigh fpirits compofe : 
To every duty could their minds engage. 
Provoke their coiu*age, and command their irage. 
60, when a lion ftakes his dreadful mane. 
And angry grows, if he that firft took pain 
To tame his youth, approach the haughty beaft. 
He bends to him, but frights away the reft. 

As the vexM world, to find repofe, at laft 
Itfelf into Auguftus' arras did caft: 
'So England now does, with like toil oppreft. 
Her weary head upon your bofom reft. 

Then let the-Mufes, with fuch notes as thefe, 
Inftru£t us what belongs unto our peace I 
Your battles they hereafter ihall ijidite. 
And draw the image of our Mars in fight; 

Tell of towns ftonnM, of armies over- run, 
r And mighty kingdoms by your condudl won ; 
How, while you thunderM, clouds of duft did choak 
Contending troops, and feas lay hid in fmoke. 
Illuftrious a£ls high raptures do infufe. 
And every conqueror creates a yiuifi : 
Here in low ftrains your milder deeds we fing; 
But there, my Lord ! we '11 bays and olive bring 

Toxrown your. head: while you in triumph ride 
O'er vanqui/h'd nations, and the fea befide :* 
While all your Neighbour-Princes unto you. 
Like Jofeph's iheavesj ^y reverence and bow. 

• 6f 
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Of a War with Spain, and FIght at S£iW 

NO W, for fome ages, had the pride of Spain 
Made the fun fhine on half the world in vaih.^ 
While fhe bid war to all, that durft fupply 
The place of thbfe her cruelty made die. 
Of nature^s bounty men forboi^ to- tafte ; 
And the beft portion of the earth lay wafte. 
Frohi the new world, her filver and her gold 
Came, like a tempeft, to confound the old. 
Feeding with thefe the brib'd Eleftors' hopes^ • 
Alone fhe gives us Emperors and Popes : 
With thefe accompliflirng her vaft defigns,^ 
Europe was fhaken with her Indian mines. 

When Britain, looking with a juft difdaia 
Upon this gilded majedy of Spain $ 
And knowing well that empire muft decline, .: 
Whofe chief fupport and finews are of coin j 
Our nation^s folid virtue did oppofe. 
To the rich troublers of the world's repof^. 

And now fome months, incamping on the Main^ 
Our naval army had befieged Spain : 
They that the whole world^s monarchy defignM, 
Axe to their ports by our bold Fleet confined ; 
From whence our r^d Crofs they triumphant fee, 
JUding without a rival on the fea. 

Others may ufe the oce.an as their road^ 
Only the Engliih make it their abode ; 

Whoft 
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Whofc ready fails with every wind can fly. 
And make a covenant with th' inconftant flcy i 
Our oaks fectirt, ii ff Aey there to6k root} . 
We tread on billows with a fteady foot, ^ . 

Mean-while, the Spaniards in America^ /- . 

Near to the Line the fun approachinjr fawj 
And hop'd their European coafts to find 
Clear'd from our fhips by the autumnal wind: 
Their huge capacious galleons ftuff'd with plate. 
The labouring winds drive flowly tow'rds their fate. 
Before St. Lticar they their guns difcharge. 
To telktheir joy, or to invite a barge : 
' This heard foftic (hips of ours (though out of view) 
And, fwift'as eagles, to the quarry flt w : 
So heedlefs lambs, which for their mothers bleat. 
Wake hungry lions, and become ^heir meat. « 

Arriv'd, they foon begin that tragic play. 
And with their fmoky cannons baniih day: 
Night, horror, flaughter, with confufion meett^ 
And in their fable arms embrace the fleets. 
Through yielding planks the angry bullets Hyg 
. And, of one wound, hundreds together die : 
Born under different ftars, one fate they have i 
The fliip their coffin, and the fea their grave \ 

Bold were the men which on the ocean flrft 
Spread their new fails, when (hipwreck was the worftl 
More danger no^ from man alone we find. 
Than from the rocks, the billows, or the wind. 
They that had fiil'd from near th' antar6lic Pole, 
Their treafure fafe, and all £heijr veflel* whble, 

' ' In 
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In fight of their ilear couittt7 liiift'd "be, 
. Without the guilt df tithcr rock or fea ! 
What they would ^rt, our fiercer ai*t d«flroyif 
,Surpa(nng ftomis in terror and in noife» 
Once Jove from Ida did both hofts fui-vey. 
And, when he pleas'd to thunder, j^art the fray * 
Here, Heaven in vain that Icind retreat fhould founds 
The louder cantaon had the thunder drownM< 
Some we made prize: while others, burnt and iient^ 
With their rich lading to the bottom went : 
Down finks at otice (fo Fortune with us fports!) 
The pay of armies, and the pride of Courts. 
Vain man ! whofe rage buries as low that ftore. 
As avarice hfed diggM for it before : * 

What earth, in her dark bowels, could not kee|y 
From greedy hands, lies fafer in the Deep : 
Where Thetis kindly does from mortals hidls 
Thofe feeds of luxury, debate, and pride^ 
And now, into her lap the richeft prize 
Fell, with the nobleft of our enemies : 
The • Marquis (glad to (fee the fire deftroy 
Wealth, that prevailing foes were to enjoy) 
Out from his flaming ihip his children Tent, 
To perifh in a tnilder element t 
Then laid him by his burning I»ady*8 fide ; 
And, fince he could not fai^e her, with her .dy'<J# 
Spices and gums about them melting fry ; 
And, phoenix-like, in that rich neft they die» 

• Of Bajadoz. 
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Alive, in flames of equal love they biiniM$. 
And nowy together are to aflies tumM: 
Aflies ! more worth than all their funeral coft ; 
Than the huge treafure which was with them loft». 
Thefe dying lovers, and their floating fons^^ 
Sufpend the fight, and fllence all our guns : 
B^^ty and youth, about to perifli, finds 
Such noble pity in brave Engliflr minds j 
That (the rich fpoil forgot, their valour^s prize}/ 
All labour now to fave their enemies. 
How frail our pafllons.) how foon changed -arc 
Our wrath and fury to a friendly cai-e ! 
They that but now for honour and for plate 
Made the (la blufli with blood, reiign their hate {, 
And, their young foes endeavouring to retrieve, . 
With greater hazard .than thoy fought, they dive, . 

With thefe returns vi^lorious Montagu, 
With laurels in his hand, and half Peru. 
Let the brave Gena*als divide that bought 
Our great Prote6lor hath fuch wreaths enough t 
His conquering head has no more room for bays. . 
Then let it be, as the glad nation prays : 
Let the rich oce forthwith be melted down, 
And the ftate fixM by making him a crowns. 
With ermin clad and' purple, let him holdw 
A royal fceptre, made of Spanifli.gold.. 



Upoa 
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Upon the Death of the Lord Protector. 

W£ muft refign ! Heaven his great foul doth claim 
In ftormsy as loud as his immortal fame : 
Flis dying groans, his laft breath (hakes our IHe ^ 
^nd trees uncut fall for his funei-al pile : 
\bout his palace their broad roots are toft 
;nto the air. — So Romulus was loft ! 
^ew Rome in fuch a tempeft mifs*d her King;. 
\jid, from obeying, fell to worfhiping, 
)n Oeta^s top thus Hercules lay dead, ( 

^ith ruin*d oaks and pines about him/pread. 
The poplar too, whofe bough he wont to W9fLr ^ 
)n his vi6lonous head, lay proftrate there, 
rhofe his laft fuiy from the motmtain renti , 
)ur dying Hero from the continent r 

UviihM whole towns; and:fbrts from Spaniards. reft,. 
Is his laft legacy to Briuin left. 
The ocean, which fo Jong our hopes confinM, 
^ouid give no limits to his vafter mind j 
hir bounds^' enlargement was his lateft toil; 
4or hath he left us prifoners to our Ifle : 
Jnder the tropic is our language fpoke : 
Ind part of Flanders hath receivM our yoke, 
^rom civil broils he did us difengage i . 
lound nobler objefls fervour martial rage : 
bid, with wife conduA,. to hU country fhow*d. 
[!be antient way of conquering abroad. 

Ungyiteful then i if we no tears aUow 
[io himi that gave, ur peace and empire too«. 

L. Frihccft 
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Princes that feai*'d him, gricv-ej concernM to fee 
No pitch of glory from the grave is free. 
Nature herfelf took nmioe of his death, 
Andy fighing, fwelPd the Tea with fuch a bfeath. 
That, to remoteft Ihores her billows roll'd, 
Th* approaching fate of their great ruler told* 

TO THE KING, 

Upcm his Majesty's happy Retam. 

TH E rifmg fun complies with our westk ^^t, 
Firft ^Ids the clouds, then (hews hia gl«^ «f 
At fuch a diftance from our eyes, as though [light 
He knew what harm his hafty beams would do* 

fiut your full majefty at once breaks forth 
In the meridian of your reign. Your wor&, 
Your^uth, and all the fplendor of your 4a|^« 
(WrapM up, till now, in clouds of adverfe Fatt!) 
With fuch a ilood of light invade our eyes^ 
And our fpread hearts with fo great joy fuq>rizc | 
That, if your grace incline that we ihould liw. 
You muft not, Sir ! too haftily forgive. 
Our guilt prefervcs us from th* excefs of joy. 
Which fcattcrs fpirits, and would life deftroy. 
All are obnoxious ! and this faulty land. 
Like fainting Efther, does before you ftand^ 
Watching your fceptre : the revolted fea . 
Trembles, to think ihe did your foes obey* 
Great Britain, like blind Poiypheme, of Utef 
In a wildTage, became the fcpra and iiMf 

of 
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ftf ber pTDtid neiglilyoiirs, who began to think 
She with the weight of her own force would fink. 
But yqd ^re come, a^d aU their hopes are vain i 
This Qi^nt-Iile has got her eye again. 
Now, (he nnght fpare the ocean ; and opq^le 
Your Condu£l to the fierceft of her foes. 
Nakedj the Graces g^ai^ded you from all 
Dangers abroad ) and npwy your thunder (hall. 
Princes thv^t faw ypu different paffions prove; 
For now they dread the obje^ of their love j 
Nor without envy can behpid his height, 
Ij^hoie convei^fation ws^s their late delight. 
So Seipele, contented with the rape 
Of Jove, difguifed in a mortal ih^pe. 
When fhe beheld his hands with lightning filPd, 
And his bright rays, was with amazement jciil'd. 

^d though it be our forrow and our crime. 
To have accepted life fp long a tjme 
Without you he^e ; yet does this abfence gain 
No fmall advantage to yoi^r prefei^t reign : 
For, having view'd the peifons and the things. 
The councils, ftate, 2V9)d ftrength, of Europe's Swings, ; 
You know your ytr^k ; ambition to reilrain. 
And fet th^ip bpHnds, ^ Heaven does tp the ^lUin, 
We hi^ye you now with ruling wifdom fratlght. 
Not fuch as books, butfuch as pra^ice, tapght. 
So the 19ft fun, while lead by us enjpy^d, ^ - 
Is the whole night for our concerns employed : .. 
He ripens fpices, fruit, and precious gums. 
Which from remoteii regions hither comes. 
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This feat of yours (from th* other world renovM) 
Had Archimedes known, he might have provM 
His en^ne's force, fix*d here; your power and (kill 
Make the world's motion wait upon your will. 

Much-fuffering Monarch ! the firft Englifli-bomy 
That has the crown of thefe three nations worn ! 
How has your patience with the barbarous rage 
Of your own foil contended half an age ? 
Till (your try'd virtue and your facred word 
At laft preventing your unwilling fword) 
Armies and fleets, which kept you out fo long, 
Own'd their great Sovereign, and redrefs'd his wrong. 
AVhen ftrait the people, by no force compellMf 
Nor longer from their inclination held. 
Break forth at once, like powder fet on fire; 
And, with a noble rage, their King require. 
So th' injurM fea, which from her wonted courfe^ 
To gain fome acres, avarice did force. 
If the new banks, neglefted once, decay. 
No longer will from her old channel ftayj 
Raging, the late-got land (he overflows. 
And all that *s built upon *t to ruin goes. 

Offenders now, the chiefeft, do begin 
To (Irive for grace, and expiate their (In t 
All winds blow fair, that did the world embroil f 
Your vipers treacle yield, and fcoi^ions oiU. 

if then fuch praife the * Macedonian got. 
For having rudely cut the Gordian knot |. 

f Alexander^ 

What 
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What glory *8 due to him, that could divide 
Such raverd interefts ? has the knot unty'd, 
Andy without ftroke, fo fmooth a paflfage made. 
Where craft and malice fuch impeachments laid i 

But while we praife you, you afcribe it all 
To His high hand, which th^ew the untouched wall 
Of felf-demolifhM Jericho fo low : 
His Angel 'twas that did before you go ; 
TamM favage hearts, and made aflfe^Uons yield, 
Like ears of com when wind falutes the field, [ends. 

Thus, patience crown'd, like Job's, your trouble 
Havin? your foes to pardon, and your friends : 
For, though your courage were' fo firm a rock. 
What private virtue could endure the fhock? 
Like your Great Mailer, you the ftorm withiloody 
And pityM thofe who love with frailty fhew'd. 

Rude Indians, torturing all the royal race. 
Him with the throne and dear-bought fceptre grace 
Thai fuffers beft : what regioh could be found. 
Where yoiir heroic head had not been crown'd? 

The next experience of your mighty mind 
Is, how you combat Fortune iiow (he 's kind t ; 
And this way too you are vi6lorious found | 
She flatters with the fame fiiccefs (he frown'd. ' 
While, to yourfclf feverc, to others kind. 
With power unbounded, and a will confinMy 
Of this vaft empire you pofTefs the care. 
The fofter parts fall to the people's fhare. 
Safety and eqiial government are things ' 
Which fubje^ls make as happy as their Kings. 

L 3 ' • " Faith, 
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Faith, law, and piety (tliitbliUfti'd traih!) 
Juftice and h^h, with y6u retiirn dgaifl : 
The city's trade, axid country's cafy life. 
Once more ihall Abiiriih, virithbiit fhiud or tfrif^. ' 
Youi* reign no lefs aCTiires thfe pioughnlato*s pt^^e. 
Than the warm fun advahces his Wri^afb $ 
And does the (hepherds as fecurely Iceep, 
From all their feirs, as they preferve their iH<6e^m 

3ut above all, the Mure-infpiired train 
't'riuniph, and raife their drooping heads agiih t ' 
Kind Heaven at once has, in your perfon, ^t 
Their facred judge, their guard, and arguUiiiilit* 

^< Nee ihflgis ezt^reffi VUltitft jKr ahenea figiia^ 
" <lttditi Jjcr vatis dp^s rtibres, ahiniiqtif vironim 
•« Clarohiiii apparent * ♦ • <^' H^rat. ^ 

ON ST. JAMES'S PAttK, 
As lately improved by his Majesty. 

OF the firil paradiife there 's nothing foiind. 
Plants iet by Heaven are vaniih'd, and the gtoand ; 
Yet the defcription lafts : who knows the fate 
Of lines that (hall this Paradife relate? 

Inftead of rivers rolling By the fide 
Of EdenS garden, here fiows in the tide : 
The fea, which always ferv'd his empire, tfyn 
Pays tribute to our Princess pleafure too. 
Of famous cities we the founders know ; 
^ut rivers old as feas, to vvhich they go, . ^ 

Are 
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Art nature's bounty : 'tis of more rencrnrn 
To make a river, than to build a town. 

For futttre (h^d^, young tit&s ujwrn t\tt \&M» 
Of the new ftream appeal in feven ratoks v 
The voic* of Orpheus, ot Amphion's hind*. 
In better ordfet- coulil nt)t ittake thttn ihin<f. 
May they increaft as faft, and fpirad thiir boughi^ 
As the high famb of theii' great owner gro^ ! 
May he H^ loiig elfrou§;h to {tt them all *' 

Dark (hadows cait, and as his palace tall! 
Methinks I fee the low that (hall be made> - ' 

The lovers walking in that attiorotts (hfadc: '"" l 

The gallants dattcilig by the river frde j ' ' ' '^ 

They bathe in fummfer, and i* Wihtttr flW^. ■ , • »'N " 
JSfethinlts I hear tht nrafifc ift" th* botttgj : ..- v-' 

And the loud Echo Vrhich retiVftls th^ nciteBi ■ • ' .-'i 
While ovbttfead a ddfck. of nevr-fpirung fowl- • 
Hangs iA the air, ahd dM6 the fttA contrbl, 
Darkening the ifey : tftey ho^t tt'ier, and ftrowftl: h 
The wanton failors with a f^f htr'd cloud. 
Beneath, a ihoal of filv^ fifties^giidiesi 
And plap abmit the gilded bai-gw' iidei: 
The Ladies angling in tht crJ^iM lakt, 
Feaft on the waters with the prey they takee 
At once vi^lonous with their line* stod eyes,. 
They make thfe 6fhefr and the men their prize* 
A th^uAmd Cupids on thfe billows ride. 
And Sea-Nymphs enter vHth tKt fwelling^thie;; 
From Thrtis fent as ij^esty fid itioke report, 
And tell the wondieft of het SdVertigh^t Couttk ' 

1*4 . All 
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All that can, living, feed the greedy eye. 

Or dead, the palite, here you may defcry ; 

The cl)oiceft things that furnifh'd Noah's ark^ 

Or Pcter^s fhect, inhabiting this Park: 

All with a border of rich fruit-trees crown'd, 

Whofe loaded branches hide the lofty mound* 

Suct> various ways the fpacious alleys lead. 

My doubtful Mufe knows not what path to tread* 

Yonder, the harveft of cold months laid up* 

Gives a frefh coolnefs to the royal cup : 

Thei'e ice, like cryftal firm, and never loft. 

Tempers h9t July with December's froft ; 

Winter's dark prifon, whence he cannot fly. 

Though the warm ipring, his enemy, draws nigh* 

Strange! that extremes /hould thus preferve liie fnow^ 

High on the Alps, or in deep caves below. 

Here a well-polifh'd Ma^l gives us the joy. 
To fee our Prince his m;»tchlefs force employ 4 
His njanly.pofture, aod his grac^fi^l mien, 
'Vigour and youth in. all his motions feen; 
His fliape fo lovely, and his limbs fo ftrong. 
Confirm our:hopcs we <hall obey him long. , . 
No fooner has he touched the flying ball. 
But 'tis already more than Jialf thc^ Mall : 
And fuch a fury from his arm has got. 
As from a fmoking jculverin 'twere ihot. 

Near this my Mufe, what.mpfl delights hor, fee* 
A living %9X\ery of aged .tr^s : 
Sold fons of earth, that thruft their arms fo high* 
As if once mpre they would inyade the iky. 

Ill 
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In Aich green palaces the firft Kings reignM, 
Slept in their (hades, and Angels entertained i 
With fuch old counfellors they did advife. 
And, by frequenting facred groves, grew wife. 
Free from th' impediments of light and noife,* 
Man, thus retired, his nobler thoughts employs. 
Here Charles contrives the ordering of his ftates. 
Here he refolves his neighbouring Princes'* fates t 
What nation (hall have peace, where war be made, 
DeterminMls in this oraculous (hade; 
The world, from India to the frozen North, 
ConcernM in what this folitude bringrs forth, 
ilis fancy objects from his view receives ; 
The profpe^l thought and contemplation g^s. • 
That feat of empire here falutes his eye. 
To which three kingdoms do themfelves apply; 
The (truaure by a ♦ Prelate raised, Whitehall, 
Built with the fortune of Rome^s Capital: 
Both, difproportionM to Ae prefent ftate 
Of their proud founders, were approvM Ijy Fate. 
From hence he does that f antique Pile behold. 
Where royal heads receive the facred gold : 
It gives them crowns, and does their aihes keep } 
There made like Gods, like mortals there they deep s 
Making the circle of their itign complete, 
. Thofe fuAs of (empire ! where they rife; they fet. 
When others fell, this (landing did prefage ' - 
The crown fliould triumph over popular rage i 

• Cardinal Wolfcy^ f Wcftminfter-Abbey* 
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Hard by that • Houft where all our UU #fere fbap*d, 

Th* aiifpicious temple ftood, and yet efcapM. 

So, fnow on ^tna does unmelted lie. 

Whence rolling flames and fcatterM cind^ fly ; 

The diftant country in the ruin /hares, 

What falls from heaven the burning mountain fparef» 

Next, that f capacious Hall he fees, the room 

Where the whole nation does for juftice come t 

Under whofe large roof floiurifhes the gown^. 

And judges grave on high tribunals frowiu 

Hei*e like the people's paftor he does gO| 

His flock fubje6led to his view below : 

On which refle6ling in his mighty mind^ 

No private paflion does indulgence find ; 

The pleafures of his youth fufpended are^ 

And made a facrifice to public care. 

Here, free from court-compliances, he- walks {: 

And with himfelf^ his beft advifer, talks : 

How peaceful olives may his temples fliacfe. 

For mending lawsi and for reiionng trade : 

Or, how his browe may be with Uurel chargM^ 

For nations conquerM, and our bounds enlai'g*d«. 

Of antient prudence here he ruminates. 

Of riiing kingdoms^ and of falling ftates : 

What ruling art» gave gil^t Augurs fame |. 

And how Alcides. purchasM fuch a name. 

His eyeS| t^n his { native Palace bent,. 

Clofe by, fuggefts a greater argument : 

•IL of Commons, f V^Vftmmfter-lbilU } St. James V 

Hit 
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His thoilgllfs dft liigi^f ^heh H« do«s ttifea 
On what the Vlr6rtd tdkf froifi that ftiUr ekpea. 
Which at hih birth sftpearM ; to M u» iefc, 
Day» fbf his fake^ 6ottld with thi( tii^t agree : 
A Prince, «h #hbili Aich difFereht lights ^d fhiile. 
Born the divided Wbrid to itconcilet 
Whatever Hc^avtiiy of high«-ekti:aafcd bloc^. 
Could promife, or forttel, he #ili xhkke good « 
Reform thelb ni(tidAs> and iWprbYetheili tHbre, 
Than this fait PaJpt, firbiii #hat it was btforc. 

Of the tntifibn arid Defeat of Ae T k K S,"^ 

in the Year iSi%» 

THE modem Nimrodi with i, (kfe detijifht 
Purfuing beafts> that fan themfelvcs by flight| 
Grown proud, and weary of his wonted game. 
Would Chriftlans chaib, and facrificeto £uAe« 

A Prince, with etihuchs and the fofter fkx 
Shut up fo long^ would warlike nations vex, 
Provoke the German^ and, negie£ting Heaved^ 
Forget the truce for Which his oath was given* 

His Gk'and Yiiier, prefuming to inveft 
The chief • utaperial city of the Weft, 
Widi the iirft chatge compelled in haAfe to rtCe^ 
His treafure, tents, and cannon, leflt a prize t 
The ftandard loft, and Janizaries flaii, 
Kender the hopes h« gave hh mafttr vaut* 
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The flying Turks, that bring ^hc tidings, h^me, . 
Renew the memory of his father^s doom : 
And his guard murmursi that (a often brings 
Down from the throne their unfucc^fsful Kings. 

The trembling Sultan ^s forcM to expiate 
His own ill-conduft by anotber^s fa^: . ., 

The Grand Vificr, a tyrant, though. a.flave, 
A fair exaniple to his mafter gave j 
He Baflas' heads, to fave his own, made fly. 
And now, the Sultan to preferve, niuil d^e* 

The fatal bow-ftring was not in his thought, 
Wkem, breaking truc^ he fo unjuftly fought : 
Made the world tremble with a numerous hoft. 
And of undoubted viftory did boaft. 
Strangled lie lies ! yet feems to cry aloud, 
Tp warn the nighty, and inftru£b the proud, . . 
That of , the Great, negle^ing to be juft, . . 
Heaven in a moment makes an heap of duft. 

The Turks fo low, why ihould the Chriftians lofc 
Such an advantage of their barbarous foes ? 
Kegle£(4!heir prefent ruin to complete, 
Befoxv aooiher Solyman they get ? 
Too late they #ould with ihame, repenting, dread 
That numerous herd, by fuch a lion led. 
He Rhodes and Buda from the Chriftians tore, . 
Which timely union n^ght again reftore. . 

But, fparing Turks, as if with rage pofleft. 
The Chriftians {lerifli, by themfelves c^preft i . 
Cities and provinces fo dearly won. 
That the vidorious people are widone ! 

What 
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What Angel (hall defcend, to reconcile 
The Chriftian-ftates, and end their guilty toil ? 
A Prince more fit fjiom Heaven we cannot aik. 
Than Britain's King, for fuch a glorious tafk : 
His dreadful navy, and his lovely mind, 
Gives him the fear and favour of mankinds 
His warrant does the ChriAian faith defend;. 
On that relying, all their quarrels end. 
The peace is iignM, and Britain does obtain^ 
What Rome had fought from her fierce fons in vain* 

In battles won. Fortune a part doth claim^ 
And foldiers have their portion in the fame : 
In this fuccefsful union we fijid 
Only the triumph of a worthy mind» 
'Tis all accomplilh*d by his royal word. 
Without unflieathing the dcftru£live fword j 
Without a tax upon his fubje^ls laid, 
Their peace difturbM, their plenty, or their trade» 
And what can they ta fuch a Prince deny, 
Wkh whofe defires the greateft Kings comply 2! 

The arts of peace are not to him unknown,. 
This happy way he marched into the. throne ; 
And we owe more to Heaven, than to tiie fword« • 
The wiih'd return of fo benign a Lord. 

Charles, by old Greece with a ncw-fceedoiagnic^d^ 
Above her antique Heroes ihall be plac'd*. 
What Thefeus did, or Thcban Hercules, 
Holds no compare wjth this victorious peace i 
Which on the Turks /hall gceater. honour gain^ 
Than all their giants aod their mooftea .flain* 

Thofe 
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Thofe are bol4 ti^t }n fabulous {^ tpl<i I 
This glpripus a^ d^ livmg do behol4* 

TO THE Q^U E E N, 

Upon her MAJESTY'S Birth-d^y, ^ftv h«r Ivaj^ 
Recovery from a dangerous Sicknefs* 

FAREWELL the year which threatened fo 
The faired light the world can ihow. 
Welcome the new ! whofe every day, 
Reftoring what viras fnatchM away 
By pining ficknefs from the Fair, 
That matchlefs beauty does repair; 
So fafty that the approaching fprtng 
(Which does to flowery meadows bring 
What the rude winter from them tore) 
Shall give her all flie had before. 

But we recover not {o fkft 
The fenfe of fuch a danger paft ; 
We» that efteem'd you fent from Heavenj 
A pattern to this Ifland given $ 
To (hew us what the BlefsM do there. 
And what alive they pra6lis*d here ; 
When that which we immortal thought. 
We faw fo near deftruftion brought, 
felt all which you did then endure | 
And tremble yet, as not fecure. 
So, though the fun victorious be. 
And from a dark edipfe fet free i 
The influence, which we fondly fear, 
/IffliCts our thooghtt the following year* 

3 *«^ 
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But, that which may relieve pur care 
Is, that you have a help fo near 
For all the evil you can prove ; 
The kindnefs of your Royal Love. 
He that was never known to mourn. 
So many kingdoms from him torn. 
His tears i-cferv'd for you : more dear. 
More priz'd than all thefe kingdoms were! 
For, when no healing art prevails. 
When cordials and elixirs failM, 
On your pale cheek he dropt the ihower, 
RevivM you like a dying flower. 

Sung by Mrs. Knicht to her M A J E S T Y^ 
on her Bir^-Pay. 

THIS happy day two lights are feen, 
A glorious Saint, a matchlefk Queens 
Both namM alike, both crown*d appear. 
The Saint above, th* Infanta here. 
May all thofe years, which Catharine * 
The Martyr did for heaven refign. 

Be added to the line 
Of your bleft life among us here ! 
For all ^e pains that (he did feel. 
And all the torments of her wheel. 
May you as many pleafures fiiare' I 

May Heaven itfelf conttnt 
With Catharine the Saint 1 

Without 
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Without appearing old. 
An hundred times may yon,. 
With eyes as bright as now,, 
This welcome day behold ! 

OF HER MAJESTY, 
On New-yeail)s Day, 1683. 

WHAT revolutions in the world have been ! 
How are werhangM, fmcewe fiirft faw theQueei 
She, like the Sun, does ftill the fame appear ; 
Bright as ihe was at her arrival here ! 
Time h^s coitunifnon mortals to impair. 
But thmgs coeleftial'is obliged to fpare; 

May every new year find her ftill the fame,. 
In health and beauty,, as ihe hither can^e ! 
When Lords and Commons, with united voice, 
Th* Infanta namM,. approved the royal choice ; . 
Firft.of our Queens, whom not the King alone. 
But the whole nation, lifted to the throne. 

With like confent, and like defect, was crowned 
Th& * glorious Prince, that does the Turk confot^nd 
Vi^lorious both ! His condud wins the day ^ 
And her example chaces vice away. 
Though louder fame attend the martial rage, 
•Tisgi-eatcr glory. to reform the age. 

• JohnSobieikiy.K.ofPolaBa.. 
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OF TEA, 

Commended by her M A J E S T Yf 

VENUS her myrtle, Phoebus has his bays 5 
Tea both excels, which ihe vouchfafes to praife. 
The beft of Queens, and beft of herbs, we owe 
To that bold i^ation which the way did ihow 
To the fair region, where the fun does rife ; 
Whofe rich pix>du6lions we fo juftly prize. 
The Mufe's friend. Tea, does our fancy aid ; 
Reprefs thofe vapours which the head invade } 
And keeps that palace of the foul ferene, 
Fit, on her Birth-day, to falute the Queen. 

PROLOGUE for the Lady- A6:ors 5 
Spoken before K. Charles IL 

AMA^E us not with that majeftic frown | 
But lay afide the greatnefs of your crown I 
And for that look, which does your people awe, 
When in your throne and robes you give them lawj 
Lay it by here 5 and give a gentler fraile ! 
Such as we fee great Jove's in pifture, whil^ 
He liftens to Apollo's charming lyre. 
Or judges of the fongs he does infpire. 
Comedians on the Stage fhew all their fkill. 
And after do as love and fortune will j 
We are lefs careful, hid in this difguife ; 
In our own deaths more fcrious, and more wife. 

M Modeil 
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Modeft at home, upon the Stage more bold ; 
We feem warm lovers, though our breafts be cold j 
A fault committed here deferves no fcom, 
If we aft well the parts ta which we 're born. 

Of her Royal HIGHNESS, Mother to thePrinc* 

of Orange: 

And of her Portrait written by the late Du chefs of 

y o RK while ihe lived with her. 

HEROIC Nymph ! in tempefts the fupport. 
In peace the glory, of the Britifh Court ! 
Into whofe arms, the Church, the State, and all 
That precious is, or facred here, did fall. 
Ages to come, that (hall your bounty hear. 
Will think you miftrefs of the Indies were : 
Though ftreighter bounds, your fortune did confine. 
In your large heart viras found a wealthy Mine : 
Like the bleft oil, the widow^s lalling feafl^ 
Your treafure, as you pourM it out, increased. 
While fome your beauty, fome your bounty fing,. 
y^ur native Me does with your praifes ring : 
But above all, a • Nymph of your own train. 
Gives us your charafter in fuch a ftrain. 
As none but (he, who in that court did dwell. 
Could know fuch worth j or worth defcribe fo well* 
So, while we mortals here at heaven do guefs. 
And more our weaknefs than the place exprefs i 
Some angel, a domeiUc there, comes down. 
And tells the wonders he hath feen and known. 

♦ Lady Anne Hyde. T Q 
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TO THE DUCHESS OF ORLEANS, 
when ihe was taking leave of the Court at Dover. 

T HAT fun of beauty did among us rife, 
England firft faw the light of your fair eyes. 
In Englifh too your early wit was (hown : 
Favour that language ! which was then your own. 
When, though a child, through guards you made your 
What fleet, or army, could an angel ftay? [way: 

Thrice happy Britain ! if (he could retain. 
Whom (he firft bred, within her ambient Main. 
Our late-burnt London, in apparel new^ 
Shook off her afties to have treated you : 
But we muft fee our glory fnatch'd away. 
And with warm tears increafe the guilty fea : 
No wind can favour us ; howe'er it blows. 
We muft be wreck'd, and our dear treafure lofe ! 

Sighs will not let us half our forrows tell 

Fair, lovely, great, and beft of Nymphs, farewcl I 

Upon her * MAJESTY'S new Buildings at 
Somerset-house. 

GREAT Queen ! that does our Ifland blefs, . 
With Princes and with Palaces : 
Treated fo ill, chac'd from your throne. 
Returning, you adorn the town 5 

♦ Henrietta Maria, Q^^Dowager of K. Charles I. 

M z And'. 
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And, with a brave revenge, do ihow 
Their glory went and came with yoo. 

While peace from hence, and you, were gon^ 
Your houfes in that ftonn o^erthrdwrn, 
Thofe wounds which civil rage did give» 
At once you pardon and relieve. 

Conflant to England in your love» 
As birds are to their wonted grove ; 
Though by rude hands their nefts are fpoil'd* 
There, the next fpring, again they build* 

Accufing fome malignant (hur. 
Not Britain, for that fatal war j 
Your kindnefs banilhes your fear, 
Refolv'd to fix for ever here. 

But what new Mine this work fupplies ? 
Can fuch a pile from ruin rife ? 
This like the firft creation ihows. 
As if at your command it rofe. 

Frugality and bounty too, 
(Thofe different virtues) meet in you 4 
From a confinM, well-manag'd, ftore. 
You both employ and feed the poor. 

Let foreign Princes vainly boad: 
The rude e£re6^s of piide and coft ; 
Of valler fabrics, to which they 
Contribute nothing, but the pay. 

This, by the Queen herfelf defign'd. 
Gives us a pattern of her mind : 
The flate and order does proclaim 
The genius of that Koyal Dame. 



ON HER MAJESTY^S NEW BUILDINGS* U5 

Each part with juft proportion grac'd j 
And all to fuch advantage plac'd; 
That the fair view her window yields. 
The town, the rive^ and the fields. 
Entering, beneath us we defcry ; 
And wonder how we came Co high. 
She needs no weary fteps afcend } 
All feems before her feet to bend j 
And here, as (lie was born, (he lies i 
High, without taking pains to rife. 

OF A TREE CUT IN PAPER. 

FAIR hand ! that can on virgin -paper write. 
Yet from the ftain of ink prcfcrve it white ; 
Whofe travel o'er that filver field does fhow. 
Like track of leverets in morning fnow. 
Love''s image thus in pureft minds is wrought,. 
Without a fpot, or blemilh, to the thought. 
Strange that your fingers (hould the pencil foil. 
Without the help of colours, or of oil ! 
For, though a painter boughs and leaves can make; 
'Tis you alone can make them bend and ftiake: 
Whofe breath falute* your new-created grove, 
Like fouthern winds, and makes it gently move. . 
Orpheus could make the foreft dance ; but you '. 
Can make the motiott, and the foreft too. 
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TO A LADY, 

' From whom he received the foregoing Copy, which 
for many years had been loft. 

NOTHING lies hid from radiant eyes j 
All they fubdue become their fpies : 
Secrets, as choiceft jewels, are 
Prefcnted to oblige the Fair : 
No wonder then, that a loft thought 
Should there be found, where fouls are caught. 

The pifture of fair Venus (that 
For which men fay the Goddefs fat) 
Was loft, till Lely from your look 
Again that glorious image took. 

If Virtue's felf were loft, we might 
From your fair mind new copies write : 
All things, but one, you can reftore; 
The heart you get returns no more* 

OF THE LADY MARY, 
Princefs of O R A N G E. 

AS once the lion honey gave. 
Out of the ftrong fuch fweetnefs carne^ 
A royal Hero, no lefs brave. 
Product this fwect, this lovely dame. 

To 



OF THE PRINCESS OF ORANCfE. iCf 

To her, the Prince that did oppofe 

Such mighty armies in the field. 
Anil Holland from prevailing foes 

Could fo well free, himfelf does yield. 

Not Belgians fleet (his high command) 
Which triumphs where the fun does rife ; 

IJor all the force he leads by land. 

Could guard him from her conquering eyes* 

Orange, with youth, experience hasj 

In aflion young, in council old ; 
Orange is what Auguftus was, 

Biave, wary, provident, and bold. 

On that fair tree, which bears his name, 

BIojToms and fruit at once are found : 
In him we all admire the fame, 

His flowery youth with wifdom crown'^d ! 

Empire and freedom rcconcird 

In Holland are, by great Naflaw : 
Like thofe he fprung from, • juft and itiild. 

To willing people he gives law« 

Thrice-happy pair ! fo near ally'd. 

In royal blood, and virtue too ! 
Now Love has you together ty'd 

May none this triple knot undo ! 

The Church ftiaJl be the happy place 

Where ftreams which from the fame fource run^ 
Though divers lands awhile they grace, 
' Unite again, and are made one, 

M 4. A thoufand 
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A thoufand thanks the natioh owes 
To him that does prote6l us all : 

For, while he thus his niece beftows^ 
About our ifle he builds a wall ; 

A wall ! like that which Athens had. 
By th' oracle's advice, of wood : 

Had their' s been fuch as Charles has made. 
That mighty ftate till now had ftood. 



TO THE PRINCE OF ORANGE^ 

1677. 

WELCOME, great Prince, unto this land^ 
Skiird in the arts of war and peace j 
Your birth does call you to command. 
Your nature does incline to peace. 

When Holland, by her foes oppreft. 

No longer could fuftain their weight ; 
To a native Prince they thought it beft 

To recommend their dying ftate. 

Your very name did France expel 5 
Thoie conquerM towns which lately coft 

So little blood, unto you fell 
With the fame eafe they once were loft* 
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•Twas not your force did them defeat; 

They neither felt yonr fword nor fircj 
But feemed willing to retreat. 

And to your greatnefs did confpire. 

Nor have you fmce ingrateful been. 

When at Seneff you did cxpofe, 
And at Mount CafTal, your own men^ 

Whereby you might fecurc your foes. 

Let Maeftricht fiege enlarge your name. 

And your retreat at Charleroy 5 
Warriors by flying may gain fame, 

And Parthian-like their foes deftroy* 

Thus Fabius gain'd repute of old. 

When Roman glory gafping lay| 
In council flow, in action cold. 

His country (avM, ranning away. 

What better method could you take? 

When you by beauty's charms muft move^ 
And mufl at once a progrefs make 

I' th' ftratagems of war and love. 

He that a Princefs' heart would gain, 

Muft learn fubmiflively to yield j 
The ftubbom ne'er their ends obtain ; 

The vanquifli'd mafters are o* th' iield. 
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Go on, brave Prince, with like fuccefs, 
Still to encreafe your hopM renown 5 

Till to your condu£l and addrefs. 
Not to your birth, you owe a crown. 

Proud Alva with the power of Spain 
Could not the noble Dutch enfl'ave 5 

And wifer Parma ftrove in vain. 
For to reduce a race fo brave. 

They now thofe very armies pay 

By which they were forc'd to yield to you ; 
Their ancient birthright they betray. 

By their own votes you them fubdue. 

Who can then liberty maintain 
When by fuch arts it is withftood ? 

Freedom to Princes is a chain. 
To all that fpring from Royal Blood» 



OP 
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OF ENGLISH VERSE. 

POETS may boaft, as fafely vain. 
Their works fhall with the world remain : 
Both bound together, live or die. 
The vcrfes and the prophecy. 

But who can hope his line fhould long 
Laft, in a daily-changing tongue ? 
While they are new, envy prevails ; 
And as that dies, our language faifs. 

When architefts have done their part, 
The matter may betray their art : 
Time, if we ufe ill-chofen ftone. 
Soon brings a well-built palace down* 

Poets that lafting marble feek, 
Muft carve in Latin or in Greek : 
We write in fand ; our language grows. 
And, like the tide, our work overflows. 

Chaucer his ft nfe can only boaft j 
The glory of his numbers loft ! 
Years have defac'd his matchlefs ftrain^ 
And yet he did not fing in vain. 

The beauties which adorn'd that age. 
The ihining fubjefts of his rage, 
Jloping they (hould immortal prove, 
Jlewarded with fuccefs his love. 
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This was the generous poet's fcope;. 
And al 1 an English pen can hope $ 
To make the Fair approve his flame^ 
That can fo far. extend theilr fame. 

Verfe, thus defign'd, has no ill fate,. 
If it arrive but at the date 
Of fading beauty j if it prove 
But as long-livM as prefent love« 

Upon the Eaii of Roscommon's Translatioh of 

H o R A.c Ey De Arte Poetica : 

And of the Ufe of Poetry. 

ROME was. not better by her Horace taught. 
Than we are here to comprehend his thought: 
The Poet writ to noble Pifo there ; 
A noble Pifo does-inftruft us here : 
Gives us a pattsm in his flowing ftile; 
And with rich precepts does oblige bur ifle : 
Britain ! whofe. genius is in verfe csqjrefs'd j 
' Bold and fublime, but negligently drefs'd. 

Horace will our fuperfluous branches prtinc, , 
Qive us new rules, and fet our harp in tune^ 
Direft us how to back the winged horfe, . 
Favour his flight, and moderate his force. 
Though Poets may of infpiration boaft, 
Their rage, ill governed, in tjie clouds is loft; . 
He that proportion^ wonders can difclofe, 
At once his fancy and his judgment (how«. 

3 Chafte 
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'Chafte moral writing we may learn from hence j 
Negleft of which no wit can rccompenee. 
The fountain which from Helicon proceeds. 
That facred ftream ! fliould never water weedsj 
Nor make the crop of thorns and thiftles grow> 
Which envy or pei*verted nature fow. 

Well-founding verfcs are the charm we ufc, 
Heroic thoughts and virtue to infiiie : 
Things of deep len(e we may in profe unfold^ 
But they more more in lofty numbers t(dd : 
By the loud trumpet, which our courage aids. 
We learn that found, at well at fenfe, perfuadee* 

The Mufe's friend, unto himfelf fcvere, 
With filent pity looks on all that err : 
■But where a brave, a public aftion (hines. 
That he rewards with his immortal lines. 
Whether it be in council or in fight. 
His country*6 honour is his chief delight : 
Praife of great afts he fcatters as a feed. 
Which may the like in coming ages breed. 

Here taught the fate of verfes (always prizM 
With admiration, or as much defpisM) 
Men will be lefs indulgent to their faults j 
And patience have to cultivate their thoughts. 
Poets lofe half the praife they fhould have got. 
Could it be known what they difcreetly blots 
Finding new words, that to the raviih'd car 
May like the language of the Gods appear : . 
Such as, of old, wife bards employM, to make 
UppoliAiM men their wild retreats forfake : 

Law-glvlog 
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Law-giving Heroes, famM for taming bnites. 
And raifmg cities with their charming lutes. 
For rudeft minds with harmony were caught^ 
And civil life was by the Mufes taught. 
So, wandering bees would perifh in the air. 
Did not a found, proportioned to their ear, 
Appeafe^theip rage, invite them to the hive, 
Unite their force,: and teach them how to thrive : 
To rob the flowers, and to forbear the fpoil j 
Preferv'd in winter by their fummer^s toil : 
They give us food, which may with ne6kar vie,. 
And wax« that does the abfent fun.fuppl|r. 

AD COMITEM MONUMFTENSEM. 
De Bentivoglio fuo. 

FLORIBUS Angligenis non banc tibi ne^locor 
rollam. 
Cum fatis indigenis te probet ipfe liber : 
Per me Roma fciet tibi fe dcbere, quod Angla-. 

Romanus didick cultius ore loqui. 
Ultima quae tellus Aquilas duce Csfare vidit. 
Candida Romulidum te duce fcripta videt. 
Confilio ut quondam Patiiam nil juvcris efto ! 

Sed ftudio cives ingenioque juvas. 
Namque dolis liber hie inftrudlus. Si arte Batava, , 

A Bclga nobis ut caveamus, ait. 
Hori*cmus per te civilis dira furoris 
Vttlnera j difcordcs Flandria quafla monet*. 

Hie 
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Hie difcat miles pugnarc, orare fenatorj 
Qui regnant} leni fceptra tenere manu. 

Mafle^ Comes! virtute nova; veftri ordinis ingens 
Ornamentum, aevi deliciaeque tui ! 

Dum ftertunt alii fomno vinoque fepulti, 
Nobilis antiquo ftemmate digna facis. 

TO MR. KILLEGREW, 

Upon his altering his Play Pandora^ from a Tragedy 
into a Comedy, becaufe not approved on the Stage. 

SI Rf you (hould rather teach our age the way 
Of judging welly than thus have changed your Play 1 
You had oblig'd us by employing wit, 
Not to reform Pandora, but the Pit. 
For, as the nightingale, ^thout the throng 
Of other birds, alone attends her fong ; 
While the loud daw, his throat difplaying, draws 
The whole alTembly of his fellow daws : 
So muft the writer, whofe produ^ions (hould 
Take with the vulgar, be of vulgar mould s 
Whilft nobler fancies make a flight too high 
For common view, and leflen as they fly. 
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On the Duke of Mohmouth's Expedition into 
Scotland, in the Summer Solftice. 

SWIFT as Jove's meffenger (• the winged god) 
With fword as potent as his charming rod> 
He flew to execute the King^s command : 
Andy in a moment, reachM that northern land ; 
Where day, contending with approaching ni^^ht^ 
Aififts the Hero with continued light. 

On foes furprizM, and by no night conceal^d^ 
He might have rui|iM} but noble pity held 
His hand a while, and to their choice gaye ipaq&» 
Which they would prove, his valour or his graqe. 
This not well heard, his cannon louder fpo^e. 
And then, like lightning, through that cloud be 

broke. 
His fame, his conduct, and that mar^a} lpo|^j 
The guilty Scots with fuch a terror ftrook i 
That to his copragie they refign the ilel4> 
Who to his bounty had refused to yiield. 
Glad that ^ little loyal blood it coft. 
He grieves fo many Britons ihould be loft : 
Taking more pains, when he beheld them yield> 
To fave the flyers, than to win the field : 
And at the Court his intereft does employ 
That none, who ^fcap'd his fatal fword, fliould die« 

♦ Mercury, 

Ana 



ON THE DUKE OF MONMOUTH. ^77 

And now, thefe rafh bold men their error find, 
Not trufting one, beyond his promife kind : 
One ! whofe great mind, fo bountiful and brave^ 
Had learnM the art to conquer and to fave. 

In vulgar breafts no royal virtues dwell 5 
Such deeds as thefe his high extra£lion tell : 
And give a fecret joy to * him that reigns. 
To fee his blood triumph in Monmouth* s veins : 
To fee a leader, whom he got and chofe. 
Firm to his friends, and fatal to his foes. 

But feeing envy, like the fun, does beat 
With fcorching rays, on all that 's high and great : 
This, ill-requited Monmouth ! is the bough 
The Mufes fend, to fliade thy conquering brow. 
Lampoons, like fquibs^ may make a prefent blaze ^ 
But time and thunder pay refpe£l to bays. 
Achilles* arms dazzle our prefent view ; 
Kept by the Mufe as radiant, and as new. 
As from the forge of Vulcan firft they came ; 
Thoufands of years are paftj and they the fame. 
Such care ihe- takes to pay defert with fame ! 
Than which, no Monarch, for his crown*s defence, 
Knows how to give a nobler recompencc. 

* 5ing Charlea IL . 
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TO A FRIEND OF THE AUTHOR, 

A PERSON OF HONOUIty 

Who lately writ a religious book, intituled, ** Hiftorical 
*' Applications, and Occafional Meditations upon 
5* feveral fubjcas." 

BOLD is the man that dares engage 
For piety, in fuch an age I 
Who can prefume to find a guard 
From fcorn, when Heaven 's fo little fpar'd ? 
Divines are pardonM ^ they defend 
Altars on which their lives depend : 
But the prophane impatient are, 
When nobler pens make this their care : 
For why (hould thefe let in a beam 
Of divine light, to trouble them ; 
And call in doubt their pleafing thought. 
That none believes what we are taught ? 
. High birth and fortune warrant give 
That fuch men write what they believe : 
Andx feeling firft what they indite. 
New credit give to antient light. 
Amongft thefe few, our author brings 
His well-known pedigree from Kings. 
This book, the image of his mind, 
Will make his name not hard to find : 
I wifli the throng of Great and Good 
Made it lefs eafily underftood ! 
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TO A PERSON OF HONOUR, 

Upon his incomparable, incomprehenfible Poem^ 
intituled, The British P&inces. 

SI R 1 youVe obligM the Britiih nation more, 
Than all their Bards could ever do before j 
And, at your own charge, monuments as hard 
As brafs or marble, to your fame have rear'd. 
For, as all warlike nations take delight 
To hear how their brave anceftors could fight j 
You have advanced to wonder their renown. 
And no lefs virtuoufly improvM your own : 
That 'twill be doubtful, whether you do write. 
Or they have a6led, at a nobler height. 
You, of your antient Princes, have retrieved 
More than the ages knew in. which they liv'd : 
Explained their cuftoms and their rights anevw^ 
Better than all their Drulids ever knew : 
Unriddled thofe dai^k oracles, as well 
As thofe that made them, could thefnfclves foretell. 
For, as the Britons long have hop'd in viin, 
Arthur v^^ould come to govern' them again : 
You have fulfilled that prophecy alone, ' ' 
And in your Poem plac'd him on his throne. 
Such magic power has your prodigious peft; 
To raife the dead, and give new life to mtii : 
Make rival Princes meet in arms and love, ^ 
Whom diftant ages did fo far remove. 

N » ■ ■ ■ ^ For, 
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For, as eternity has neither paft 

Nor future, authors fay, nor firft nor laft ; 

But is all inftant; your eternal Mufe 

All ages can to any one reduce. 

Then why ihould you, whofe miracles of art 

Can life at pleafure to the dead impart. 

Trouble in vain your better-buficd head, 

T' obferve what times they liv*d in, or wera dead ? 

For, fince you have fuch arbitrary power. 

It were defeft in judgment to go lower 5 

Or ftoop to things fo pitifully lewd. 

As ufe to take the vulgar latitude. 

For no man *s fit to read what you have writ. 

That holds not feme proportion with your wit. 

As light can no way but by light appear. 

He muft bring fenfe, that underftands it here, 

TO MR. CREECH, 

On his Tranflation of Lucretius. 

WHAT all men wi(h*d, though few could hope 
to fee. 
We are now blcft with, and oblig'd by thee. 
Thoii ! from the antient learned Latin ftore, 
Giv^ft us one author, and we hope for more. 
May they enjoy thy thoughts ! — Let not the Stage 
The idleft moment of thy hours engage. 
Each year that place fome wondrous monfter breeds^ 
And the Wits* garden is o'er-run with weeds. 
There Farce is Comedy; bombaft call'd ftrongi 
Soft words^ with notbing in them^ make a fong, 

•Ti$ 
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*Ti8 hard to fay they fteal them now-a-days ; 
Tor Aire the antients never wrote fuch plays, 
Thefc fcribbling inre£l8 have what they defervet 
Not plenty, nor the glory for to ftarve. 
That Spenfer knew, that Taifo felt before j 
And Death found furly Ben exceeding poor. , 

Heaven turn the omen from their image here ! 
May he with joy the well-placM laurel wear I 
Great VirgiPs happier fortune may he find. 
And be our Caefar, like Auguftus, kind 4 

But let not this difturb thy tuneful head 9 ^ 

Thou writ*ft for thy delight, and not for breads 
Thou art not curft to write thy verfe with care ; 
But art above what other poets fear. 
What may we not expe6i from fuch a hand, 
That has, with books, himfelf at free command ? 
Thou know^ft in youth, what age has fought in rain ; 
And bring'ft forth fons without a mother's pain. 
So eafy is thy fenfe, thy verfe fo fweet. 
Thy words fo proper, and thy phrafe fo fit; 
We read, and read again : and ftiil admire [fire! 

Whence came this youth, and whence this wondrous 

Pardon this rapture. Sir ! But who can be 
Cold and unmovM, yet have his thoughts on thee ? 
Thy goodnefs may my feveral faults forgive. 
And by your help thefe wretched lines may ii«Q« 
But if, when viewed by your fevercr fight. 
They fecm unworthy to behold the light; 
Let them with fyeed in defervM flames be tt^rownt 
They'll fend no fighs, nor murmur out a groan ; 
jSut, dying jOkntly^ your juftice own. "^ ., 

N 3 THE 
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THE TRIPLE COMBAT. 
HEN through the world fair Mazarine had run. 



Bright as her fellow-traveller, the fun j 
Hither at length the Roman eagle flies. 
As the laft triumph of her conquering cye«. 
As heir to Julius, fhe may pretend 
A fecond'time to make this iiland bend. 
But Portfmouth, fpringing from the antient nice . 
Of Britons, which the Saxon here did chafe ; 
As they great Csfar did oppofe, makes head. 
And does againft this new invader lead. 
That goodly Nymph, the taller of the two, 
Carelefs and fearlefs to the field does go. 
Becoming blufhes on the other wait. 
And her young look excufes want of height. 
Btauty gives courage ; for, (he knows, the day 
Mult not be won the Amazonian way. 
Legions of Cupids to the battle come. 
For Little Britain thefe, and thofe for Rome. 
Drefs'd to advantage, this illuftrious pair 
ArrivM, for combat in the lift appear. 
What may the Fates defign I for never yet 
From diftant regions two fuch beauties n^t. 
Venus had been an equal friend to both. 
And Victory to declare berfelf feems loth : 
Over the camp with doubtful wings (he fii^s ; 
Till Chloris fhining in the field (he fpies. 
The lovely Chloris well -attended came, 
A thoufand Graces waited on the dame i 
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Her matchlefs form made all the English glad^v 

And foreiga beauties lefs ail^rancc had. 

Yet, like the three on Ida's top, they all 

Pretend alike, contefking for the ball. 

Which to determine, Love himfclf declin'd. 

Left the neglected fhould become lefs kind. 

Such killing looks ! fo thick the arrows fiy ! 

That 'tis unfafe to be a flanderrby. 

Poets, approaching to deicribe the fight, 

Are by their wounds inftrufted how to write. 

They with lefs hazard might look on, and draw ' 

The ruder combiats in Alfatia : 

And, with that foil of violence and rage, 

S«t off the^fplendor of our golden age : 

Where Love gives law, Beauty the fceptre fways j 

And, , uncompeU'd, the happy world obeys. 

Of an Elegy made by Mrs. W h a R t o » ► 
on the Earl odf R a c H £ s T e n. 

TH U S mourn the Mufes ! on the hearie 
Not ftrowing tears, but lafting vcrfc ; , 

Which fo preferves the Hero's name. 
They make him iive again in fame. 
Chloris, in lines ib like his own. 
Gives him fo jyft and high renown j 
That (he th' afflifted world relieves. 
And fhews that ftill in her he lives. 
Her wit as graceful, great, and good « . 
AUy'd in genius^ as in blood, 

N 4. His 
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His Iqfs fupplyM} now all our fears 
Are, that the Nymph ihould melt in tears. 
Then, faireft Chloris ! comfort take, 
For his, your own, and for our fake; 
Left his fair foul, that lives in you. 
Should from the world for ever go. 

TO CHLORIS. 

CH L O R T S ! what 's eminent we know^^ 
Muft for fome caufe be valued fo : 
Things without ufe, though they be good« 
Are not by us fq underftood. 
The early rofe, made to difplay 
Her bluihes to the youthful May, 
Doth yield her fweets, fmce he is fair. 
And courts her with a gentle air. 
Our ftars do ihew their excellence. 
Not' by their light, but influence : 
When brighter comets, fince ftill known. 
Fatal to all, are lik^d by none. 
So, your admired beauty ftill 
Is, by eflPe^s, made good or ill. 

Upon, our late Lofs of the Duke of Cambridge. 

THE. failing bloiToms which a young plant bears. 
Engage our hope for the fucceeding years. » 
.And liope is all which art or nature brings^ 
At the firft trial, 4o accompliih things. 

•Mankind 
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Mankind was firft created an effay; 

That ruder draught the Deluge wafhM away. 

How many ages pafsM, what blood and toil. 

Before we made one Kingdom of this Ifle ! 

How long in vain had nature ftrivM to frame 

A perfeft princefs, ere her Highnefs came ? 

For joys fo great we muft with patience wait, 

'Tis the fet price of happinefs complete. 

As a firft-fruity Heaven rlaim'd that lovely boy s 

The next (hall live, and be the nation's joy, 

INSTRUCTIONS to a PAINTER, 

For the Drawing of the Pofture, and Progrefs, of bis 
Majesty's Forces at Sea, under the Command 
ofhisHiGHNESS-RoTAL: Together with the 
Battle, and Victory, obtained over the Dutch, 
June 3, 1665. 
• 

FIRST draw the fea; that portion, which between 
The greater world, and this of ours, is feen s 
Here place the Britifh, there the Holland fleet, 
Vaft floating armies ! both prepared to meet. 
Draw the whole world, expecting who fliould reigflf 
After this combat, o'er the conquer'd Main. 
Make Heaven concern'd, and an unufual ftar 
Declare th' importance of th* approaching «war» 
Make the fea ihine with gallantry, and all 
The Englifli youth flock to their Admiral, 
The valiant Duke I whofe early deeds abroad, 
Such rage io^ght, and art in condu^ fliow^ 

Hit 
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His bright fword now a dearer intereft draws,. 
His Brother^s glory, and his country's cavfe. 

Let thy bold pencil, hope and courage ipread 
Through the whole navy, by that Hero led : 
Make all appear, where fuch a prince is by, 
Refolv'd to conquer, or refolv'd to die. ^ 

With his extra£lion, and his glorious mind,. 
Make the proud.fails fwell, more than with the windt 
Preventing cannon, make his louder i^me 
Check the Batavians, and their fury tame. 
So hungry wolves, though greedy of their prey,. 
Stop, when they find a lion in their way. 
Make him beftride the ocean, and mankind 
jUk his confent to ufe the Tea and wind : 
While his tall fliips in the banM Channel ftand,. 
He grafps the Indies in his armed hand. 

Paint an eaft-wind, and make it blow away 
Th' excufe of Holland for their navy's ftay^ 
Make them look pale,^ and, the bold Prince to fliufi».. 
Thrpugh the cold north, and rocky regions ruA« 
To find die coaft where morning firft appears, . 
By the dark Pole the wary Belgian fteers ; 
Co^effing now, he dreads the Englifh more 
Than all the dangers of a frozen fhore ; 
While from our arms, fecurity to find, 
They fly fb far, they leave the day behind. 
Defcribe their fleet abandoning the-fea, 
And all their merchants left a wealthy prey 9 
Our firft fuccefs in war make Bacchus crown. 
And half t^c vintage of the year our own* . . - 

,V 3 The 
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The Dutch their wine and all their brandy lofe j 
Difarra'd of that, from which their courage graw& : 
While the glad Engliih, to relieve tkeir toil. 
In Healths to their great Leader drink the fpoil. 

His high commands to Afric's coail extend. 
And make the Moors before the Engliih bend : 
Thofe barbarous pirates willingly receive 
Conditions, fuch as we are pleasM to give. 
Deferted by the Dutch, let nations know. 
We can our own and their great bufiaefs do : 
Falfe friends chaftiie, and common foes reftrain> 
Which, worfe than tempefts, did infeft the Main. 
Within thofe Streights, make Holland's Smyrna fleet 
With a fmaU fquadron of the Englifh meet : 
Like falcons thefe, thofe Uke a numerous flock 
Of fowl, which fcatter to avoid the fliock. 
There paint confufion in a various (hape. 
Some fmk, fome yield, and flying fome efcape. 
Europe and. Africa, from either fhore, 
Spe6lators are, and hear our cannon roar : , 

While the divided world in this agree. 
Men that fight fo, deferve to rule the fea. 

But, nearer home, thy pencil ufe once more^ 
And place our navy by the Holland fhore j 
The world they compafs'd while they fought with Spain j" 
But here already they refign the Main : ... 

Thofe greedy mariners, out of whofe way 
Diffufive nature could no region lay. 
At home, preferv'd from rocks and tempefts, He ; 
Compeird, like others, in their beds to die. 

Their 
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Their fingle towns th* Iberian armies preft ; 
We all their Provinces at once inveft : 
And in a month ruin their traffick more. 
Than that long war could in an age before. 

But who can always on the billows lie f 
The watery wildemefs yields no fupply. 
Spreading our fails, to Harwich we refort. 
And meet the Beauties of the Britifli court. 
Th* illuftrious Duchefs, and her glorious train, 
(Like Thetis with her nymphs) adorn the Main. 
The ga2ing Sea-Gods, (ince the * Paphian Queen 
Sprung from among them, no fuch fight had feen. 
Charm'd with the graces of a troop fo fair, 
Thofe deathlefs Powers for us themfelves declare : 
Kefolv'd the aid of Neptune's Court to bring ; 
And help the nation where fuch Beauties fpring^ 
The foldier here his wafted ftore fupplies. 
And takes new valour from the Ladies* eyes. 

Mean-while, like bees when ftormy winter 's goncj 
The Dutch (as if the fea were all their own) 
Defert their ports ; and, falling in their way. 
Our Hamburgh merchants are become their prey. 
Thus flouriih they, before th^ approaching fight ; 
As dying tapers give a blazing light. 

To check their pride, our fleet half viftual'd goes ; 
Enough to ferve us till we reach our foes. 
Who now appear fo numerous and bold. 
The a6Uon worthy cif our arms we hold. 



• Yemis* 
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A greater force than that which here we find, 
Ne>r prefs^d the ocean, nor employM the wind; 
ReftrainM a- while by the unwelcome night, 
Th^ impatient Englifh fcarce attend the light; 
But now the morning (heaven feverely clear!) 
To the fierce work indulgent does a|^ar : 
And Phoebus lifts above the waves his light. 
That he might fee, and thus record, the fight. 

As when loud winds from different quarters rufh> 
Vaft clouds encountering one another crufli t 
With fwelling fails, fo firom their feveral coafts^ 
Join the Batavian and the Bridih hofts. 
For a lefs prize, with lefs concern and rage. 
The Roman fleets at Allium did engage : 
They, for the empire of the world they knew j 
Thefe, for the old contend, and' for the new. 
At the firft (hock, with blood smd powder ftain^di 
Nor heaven nor fea their former face retainM : 
Fury and art produce efFe£ks fo flrange. 
They trouble nature, and her vifage change. 
Where burning (hips the banifhM fun fupply. 
And no light ihines, but that by which men die| 
There York appears ; fo prodigal is he 
Of royal blood, as antient as the iea ! 
Which down to him, fo many ages told. 
Has through the veins of mighty MonarchsroUM 1 
The great Achilles march'd not to the field. 
Till Vulcan that impenetrable ihield 
And arms had wrought : yet there no bullets flew| 
put ihaftti and darts^ which the weak Phrygians threw. 

Our 
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'Our bolder Hero on the deck does ftaod 
ExposMy the bulwark of his native land : 
Defenfive arms laid by as ufelefs here. 
Where maiTy balls the neighbouring rocks do tear. 
Some Power unfeen thofe Princes does prote^. 
Who for their country thus themfelves negleft, 
Againfl kirn firft Opdam his fquadron leads. 
Proud of his late fiiccefs againft the Swedes : 
Made by that aftion^ and his high command. 
Worthy to perifli by a Princess hand. 
The tall Batavian in a vaft (hip rides. 
Bearing an army 'in her hollow iid'es : 
Yet, not inclMi*d the-Englifli (hip to board. 
More on his guns relies, than on his fword $ 
From whence a fatal volley we receiv'd, 
It mifs'd the Dnke, but his great heart it griev^di 
* Tjiree worthy perfons from his fide it toie, 
And dy'd his garment with their fcatter'd gore. 
Happy ! to whom this ^orious deadi arrives $ 
More to be valoed than a thoufand lives i 
On fuch a theatre as this to die -y 
For fttch a cau'ie, and fuch a witnefs by ! 
Who would not thus a facrifice be made, 
To have his blood on fuch an altar laid ? 
The reft about him ftro»k with horror ftood, 
T< fee their Leader covered o'er with blood ; 

* Earl of Fafaaoutb, Lord Mu&erry, and Mr« 
B<^yle, 

So 
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So trembled Jacob, when he thought the ftains 
Of his. fon's coat had iflfued from his veins. 
He feels no wound, but in his troubled thought; 
Before for honour, now revenge, he foiight : 
His friends in pieces torn (the bitter news 
Not broi^t by Fame) with his own eyes he views. 
His mind at once reflefting on their youth, 
Their worth, their ^ve, their valour, and their trutk: 
The joys of Court, their motliers, and their wives. 
To follow him, abandoned,— <md their lives ! 
He dorms, and fhoots : but flying bullett now. 
To execute his rage, appear too ftow : 
They mifs, or fweep but connnon fouls away ; 
For fuch a lofs, Opdam his life muft pay. 
Encouraging his men, he gives the word. 
With fierce intent that hated fliip to board : 
And make the guilty Dutch, with his own arm. 
Wait on his friends, while yet their blood is warm. 
His winged veflel like an eagle fhows, 
When throogh the clouds to trufs a fwan ihe goe»9 
The Belgian ihip unmovM, like fome huge rock 
Inhabiting the Tea, expe6^s the (hock. 
From both the fleets men^t eyes are bent this way. 
Neglecting all the bufmefs of the day : 
Bullets their flight, and guns their noife fulpendj 
The filent ocean docs th' event attend ; 
Which Leader ihall the doubtful vidkoiy bleft. 
And give an earneft of the war's fuccefs : 
When Heaven itfelf, for England to declarci 
Turns ihip^ and meny and tackle into air. 
.. / ' Their 
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Their new commander from his churge it toft». 
Which * that young Prince had fo nnjuftly loft, 
IVhofe great progenitors) with better fate» 
And better conduft, fwayM their infiant-ftate. 
His flight towVds^ hearcn th' afpiring Belgian took ; 
But felly like Phaeton, with thunder- ftrook: 
From vafter hopes than his, he feem^d to fall. 
That durft attempt the Britiih Admiral : 
From her broadfidea a ruder flame is thrown. 
Than from the. fiery chariot of the fun.: 
That,, bears the radiant cnflgn of the day i 
And flie, the flag that governs in ,tbe fea. 

The. Duke (ill-pkasM that fire fliould thus prevent 
The work, which for his brighter fword he uKant) 
Anger ftill bumiag in his valiant breaft. 
Goes to complete revenge upon the reft. 
So, on>the guardlefs herd, their keep^ flain,, 
Ruflies a tiger-in the Libyan plain. 
The Dutch, accuftom^d to the raging fea. 
And in black ftonns the frowns of heaven to fee, . 
Never, met tcmpeft which more urgM their fears. 
Than that which in the Princess look appears* 
Fierce, goodly, young! Mars he refembles^ when. 
Jove fends him: down to fcourge perfidious mens 
Such as with foul ingratitude have paid, 
Both thofe that led, and thofe that gave them aid* . 
Where ke gives on^ difpofing of their fates, 
Terror, and death, on his loud cannon- waits t 

* Pnnce of Orange, 

With 
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With which he pleads Mif Bh)t!ief's caufe Co y^Al't 
Ife fliakes the throne to whith lie does appeal. 
The fea with fpoils His dhj^ buUiets ftrow/ 
Widows and orphans making ^Sf they go*: 
Before his ftiip, fragments of veflels torn, 
Flags, ai-ms, and Belgian carcafes, are bomt i 
And his defpairing foes, to flight incli'n'd. 
Spread all their canvas to invite the wind. " 
So the rude Boreas, where he lifts to blow, 
Makes clouds abovtf, and billdws fly beldw. 
Beating the (hore; and-witH'aboiftcrous ragCj 
Does heaven at once, and earth j and feay engage. 

The Dutch, clfei^hete, did' through the watery field 
Perform enough to have mtftlfe others yield i ' 
But Englifli courage, grdwfrfg as tiiey ^fijftt," 
In danger, noife, and flsrcrghter "takes delight t 
Their bloody talk, uh^carfd ftill, thejr pjy, 
Only rcftrain'd by death or vlftory. 
Iron and lead, from eaftth'ij dark entrailis forri. 
Like (bowers of hail, from either fide are 'borne s 
So high tht rage of WrefdH^ mortals goes. 
Hurling their mother's' lifowfels at their foes t 
Ingenious to their ruin, eveVy age 
Improves the arts and fnltruments of rage : ". 
Death-haftening ills nature enough has feht; * ' ■ 
And yet men ftill a tFioufand more invent ? 

But Bacchus now, which led the Belgians on 
So fierce at firft, to favotir us begun : '. . ' 
Brandy and wine (their wonted friends) af length 
Render them ufelcfs, and' Betf ay -their ttirengfh'. *'" ' 

Q So 
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<So com iQ fields*, and ia tbt gudea flowers^. .;- ,> •» ^ « 
KevJve, and raife themielvM^ wifh.iiioderate4lior«rQr>^: 
But» over-cbarg*d witltnever-'ceafiiig rain^ . >/• 
Become too moift, and bend thfur headi agitki* : 
Their reeling ihlpe oaone another faU,^' ' . > 

Without a foe, enough tarui^ all«i. 
Of this diibrdBTf and the^avouring wind^. 
The watchful Englifh.fuch. advantage find |» '. 
Ships fraught with fire among, the heaj^ tfiey .tIirQv»- 
And up the fo-intangled Belgians blow- ....'. ;;» /- 
The flame invades the powder-n>oms<i. and tfaen* .- 
Theii: gi«ia. (hoot bullets^ aad . Ijheir veflels men. »' 
"The fcortL'dBatavianfonfhQ billows .floaty, f- »i. 
Sent from their- own, to pafa in Oiacon'Sy. hp»i^ 
And now onr Royal Admiral fuccelt- ■; «:.,.. 
.<With all the marks of viaoiyX does blc6: . 
.^hft. burning ihipSy the taken, . and the ilaiil» . 
l^roolaim Ihis triumph o^er the oonqueifdMain*. 
Clearer to Holland as their bafty flight 
Canies.the noife and tuoMilt of the fight $. 
His cannons' roar, fore-runner of his £ame»- 
Makes their Hague tremble, and their Amfterdam^ 
The Britifli thunder, does their houfes rock. 
And the Duke feems at every door to knock. 
His dreadful Streamer (Tike a comet*shair. 
Threatening . definition) hafiena their defpairs 
Makes them deplore their fcatter*d. fleet as lo&| 
And fear our preient landing on their coaft. 

The trembling Dutch t&' approaching Prince behold^ 
As fi&cep a lion^ leaping tow'^dt ttcir fM i 

Tholk 
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^Tliofe pitct, which lenrt thcife to repel the MaiA» 

They thiak too weak hit fuiy to reftnin. 

<* What wooders may not Bnfliih valour work; 

'< Led hy th* example of vi6loriotis York > • 

«< Or, what defemce againft him can they ita^e; 

*' WhO| at Ivch diiancCy does their country ihalie ? 

<* His fatallHml^ their boh^arin will o-erthrow^ 

«< And leikalMh tfaeo«ean and die foe/' 

Thut cry the people :— -and, their land to keep. 

Allow our titfc to command the Deep : 

Blaming their States* iU-oondu^^^ to provoke 

Tkofe annsr whWh freed them from the Spanifli yoke. 

Painter I excufe me^ if 1 have a-while 
Forgot tl^ ait, and usM another ftyle t 

For, though ypu draw arm^d Heroes as they fit ; '' * 

The talk In hatfle does the Mbfes iit: 

They, in the dark conliifion of a fight, 

Difcover all j iaftnift us how to write ; 

And light and honour to brave a6^iont yield $ 

Hid in the frooke and tumult of the field. 

Ages to come ihall know that Leader's toil. 

And his great name, o^ whom the Mufes fmile s 

Their di£lates here let thy fam?d pencil ^race $ 
- And this relation with thy colours gi*ace. 
Then draw the Parliament, the Nobles met; 

And our • Great Monarch high above them fet i 

Like young Auguftus let> his image be. 

Triumphing for that vidlory at fea j 

. • King Charles II, 

O a Where 
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Favour th^ innocent, reprefs the bold $ 

Andy while they flourifli, make an age of gold. 

Bred in the camp, fam*d for his ralour young; , 
At fea fuecefsfuly Tigorousi and ftrong ; 
His fleet, his army» and his mighty mind, 
Efteem and reverence dirough the world do find* 
A Prince, with fuch advantages as thefe. 
Where he perfuades not, may command a peace* . 
Britain declaring for the )ufter fide. 
The moft ambitious will forget their pride s 
They that coniplain ynli their endeavours ceaie^ 
Advi8*d by Hm^ iqclin^d to preient peace } 
Join to the Turk^s deftruAion ) and then bring 
All their pretences to fo juft a King. 

If die Aiccefsful troUblers of mankind. 
With laure! crowned, fo great apfdaufe do £nd | 
Shall the vex*d world lefs honour yield to thofe 
That ftop liieir pro^jreis, and their rage ofipaft > 
Next to lliat poweir whidh does the ocean awe^ 
Is, to fet bounds, ami give ambition law. 

The Britifli Monardi ihaEll die glory bave. 
That famous Greece remains no longer flavt « 
That fource*of art, and cultmted thought t 
Which they to Rone, aaH Romans hither^ iMOghC 

The baniihM Mufea Adl no kuiger mmmtf 
But may w^ith Liberty to •Gfeeeeiietum i 
Thou£^ flaves '(Uke tnds i^t £ng not in a cage) 
They loft iheir genius and poetic ragej 
Homers i^;aHi, -and Pindars, may be Ibund ; 
And his great afti«iMwhbdicir ttumbcrt crowned. 

T 



PRESAGE OF THE TURKISH EMPIRE. 199 
The Tur£*8 yaft empire does ,u|iited ftandi 
Chriftians, divided under the command 
Of jarring princes^ would be foon undone. 
Did not this Hero make their intereft ones 
Peace to embrace, ruin the common foe. 
Exalt the Crofs, and lay the Crefcent low* 

ThiM may the Gofpcd to ithe riiing fun 
Be fpread, and flouri^ wbere it firft begun : " 
And this great day <fo juftly honoured here f^ 
Known to the eaft, and celebrated there. 

** Haec ego longcvus cecini.tibi, masdqie regnm ! . 
** Aufus & ipfe nianu juvenuin teiits(re laborem/* 

TO, THE DUCHESS^ 
When he jprefented this Book to faer Rgf al 

HiCHTIESS,. 

MADAM! T htre'prelent yon ^th the rage« 
And #it!l ^t fieaufiis; of a f orihtr age ^ * ' 
Wifliing you -may ^A fi« gxtat pleafure view'" 
This, as we take in 'gating upon you. 
Thus we wcit then : your bttg^erVyes infpirt 
A nobler flame, and raife our geirius higher. 
While we your wit and jearly knowledge fear. 
To .our produAiont we become fevtre : 
Your matchlefs beauty gives our fancy wii^i 
Voi# judgment »al»f us careful how we iing. 

O 4 Lin6« 
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Lines not cbinposM, as heretofore^ in hafte^ 
PolifliM like marble, fliall like inaible laft : 
And make you through as many ages ftdne, 
As Tailb has the Heroes of your line. 

Though other names bur wary wiiters ufe. 
You are the fubjea of the Britifli- Mufe : 
Dilating mifchief to yourfelf unknown. 
Men write, and die, of wounds they darfe not own* 
So the bright fun bums all eurgrafs away. 
While It m^ans nothing but to pre u^ day. 

Thcfe Verses were tmt in the Ta St s 9,pf ^ 
^ Royal ){iGHN£ss« . . 

TA %S O knew how the fairer feit to grace j 
But in no one durft all perfe6lion place : 
In her alone that owns this book, is feen 
Clorinda^s fpii'it, and her lofty mien $ 
SophroDia'spiety, Erminia's truth, • .. »• 

Armida^s charms, her beauty^ and her youth* 
Oiir Princefs here, as in a glafs, does drefs 
Her well-taught mind; and every gi^ce exprifi^ «. 
More to our wonder than Rinaldo fought i .l.\ 

The Hero*s race excels the Poet's, thought. , .^ .r 
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ON MRS. H I G G O N 8. 

INGENIOUS Higgons never fought 
To hide the candour of her thought j 
And now her cloaths are loft, we find 
The nymph as naked as her mind : 
Like Eve while yet fhe was untaught 
To hide herfelf or know a fault. 
For a fnatch'd ribbon flie would frown. 
But cares too little for her gown ; 
It makes her laugh, and all her grief 
Is left it ftiould undo the thief. 
Already fhe begins to ftretch 
Her wit, to favc the guilty wretch : 
And fays, /he was of' goods bereft 
By her own bounty, not by theft. 
She thought not fit to keep her cloaths 
Till they were eaten up with moths ; 
But made a nobler ufe of ftore. 
To clothe the naked and the poor. 
Should all that do approve the fair^ 
Her lofs contribute to repair. 
Of London fhe wx>uld have the fate^ 
And rife (undone) in greater ftate 5 
In points, and hoods, and Indian g^wn,^ 
As glorious as the new.built town. 
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** Floriferis ut apes in faltibus omnia libant$ 

•< Sic nos'Scripturae depafcimnr aunt difta; 

** Aurea ! perpetua femper dig aifl lma Titl ! * ^ 

<< Nam Divinus Amor cum caepit ¥ocifcrari» 

« Diilupuiitainniuitenporet.**** LvcmET.Lib.ii!» 

*^ Exul eranr, rogHieique nilii» non ^una, petita eft^ 
** Mens iBtciita Mt nc foret iii<iiie nndit t ^ * 

** Namque ubi nwtai calent iteft^ mea peftora MvsSf 
•<' Altior hunuuu) fpiritus ille malo eft.** 

OyjD. deXrift. Lib. ir. EU u 



THE ARGITMENT^: 

I» Afferting the authority of the Scripture^ in whick 
this Love is revealed. 

H. The preference: and Love of God to man in the 
Creation* 

III. The fame Love more amply declared in ow Re- 
demption. 

IV. How accq0«fsr^^hj^lJ^ave:ife tOiir^fRrm. mfiiiktnd^, 

and how.^(:tUll»||\i»4tfekf« • *. ;• 

.* 1 «V 11.^ > • • ♦ . i'ii'v .1.. .'•-*.• . 

Vi Shewing^ hoM) hapfy tkft'mMildt<«tauUi tie^. if this 
Love were univerfally embraced. 

vf. Of.prefffc»nftAhis Love i» iw mmmtgj^ andliovr 
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C A N T O I. . ' r 

THE Grecian Mufe has all their Gods Auviv*«U 
Nor Jove at us, nor Phoebus, is arrived ; * »• 

Trail Deities ! which flrft the Poets n»de. 
And then invoked, to give their fancies aid. 
Yet, if they ftiil divert us with their rag«. 
What may be hop'd for in a better ages **-' 

When, not from Helkon's imaging ^ring^ 
But Sacred Writ, we borrow what we fingf 
This with the fabric of the woi4d begun^ 
Elder than lights and ihall out-lail,the iiMk ' 

Before this oracle, like Dagon, all , 
Thefalfepretender«, Delphos, Ammon^fall^ 
Long fmce deipisM and iiknt, theyaifofid- 
Honour and triumph to th* etemal Woi;^'. ■ 

As late philofopiiy our globe has gracM, 
And rolling earth among the planets |ilac*d-: 
So has this Book entitled us to b)eaven\; 
And i*ules, to guide us to that manfion, givens 
Tells the conditions how our peace was miade } . 
And is our pledge for the Great Author^s aid* 
Jlis power in nature's ample book we find $ 
3ut the lefs volume does exprefs his^mind. 

This light unknown, bold Epicurus taught^ 
That his bleft Gods vouchfafe us not a thought t 
But unconcemM let all below them Aide, 
As fortune does, or human wifdom, guide. 

* 3 Religiom 



Religion thus removM, the fibred yoke. 

And band of all ibeiety, is broke : 

What ufe of oadis, of prbmifey or of teft. 

Where men regard no God| but intereft ? 

What endlefs war would jealous nations tear. 

If none above did witnefs what they fwearl 

Sad fete of unbelieirerSy and yet juft^ ' 

Among themfelves to find fo little truft !' 

Were Scripture filent, nature would proclaiiir»- 

Without a God^ our falfehood and our fliame.. 

To- know our thoughts the objeA of his ^eyes. 

Is the iirft ftep towards being good or wife : 

For though with judgment we on tilings relle£b|. 

Our Will detehainesy not our Itttelleft':^ * 

Slaves to their paflion, Reafon men employ- 

Only to-eompafs what they woiild«enjoyi 

His fear, to^uard us frorn'ourfelves, we need |- 

And Sacred Writ our Reafon- does exceed. 

For th ough- Heaven- ihews the glory of the Lord,. 

Yet fometiiing fliines more glorious in his Word: 

His mercy this (which all his^ work- excels!) 

His tender- kindnefs and compaffion tells : ■ 

While we^ ioform*d by that celeftial Book, 

Into the* bowels of our Maker-look. 

Love there reveal'd (which never, ihall have end^ . 

Nor had beginning). ihall our ibng commend: 

Defcribe itfelf, and warm us .with that flanK, 

Which Brfk from heayeSf to make.ua happy^ came^. 

C AN T C 
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CANTO m 

TH £ fear of ^U, or sdming to be hltfk, 
Sarourt too muck of private inteEeft* 
This moT*d bo^ Mofea, nor the iedbii» Paul;. 
Who for dieir ^endt abandoned foul and all s. 
A greater yet frpm heaven to hell deiceadsy 
To fave, and make his enemies his friends* 
What line of praife can fathom fuch a love» 
Which reachM'the loweft bottom from above? 
The • Royal Prophet, that extended, grace ' 
From heaven to earth, meafur^d bat h»^ that ipace« 
The I^rar was regnant, and confined his thought | 
Hell was not conquered when that Poet wrote s 
Heaven was fcarce heard of, until He came dovm 
To make the region where love triumphs known* 

That early love of creatures yet tmmade. 
To frame the world th* Almighty did pofuadei 
For love it was that firft created light, 
Mov^d on the waters, chac*d away the night 
From the rude Chaos | and beftow^d new grace 
On things difpos^d of to dieir proper place j 
Some, to reft here; and ibme, to (hine above t 
£arth> fea, and heaven, were all th* effefls of love* 
And love would be letum'd. But there was none 
That to themfdves or others yet were known t 
The world a palace was, without a gueft. 
Till one appeanj that muft excel the reft) 

^ Oavid« 



One * like the Author,, whofe capacious^ mind 
Might, by the glorious wprk, the ^aker find : 
Might meafure heaven, and give «kdi ^ftsir a'narfic : J ^ 
With art and tbWagithe tdvi^'M^'btttit\ 
Over the ^obe ^9V?th fWfellirig fails* Mfgftt gd*, * " 
And that 'tii iWrVd by his' experiettcre 'kiibSv^a • ' 

Make ftrongfeff beafb obedient to hl« -Mil, 
And ferve hrsufethfc' fertile earth wtiflF. • 

When, by Ms Wdrd; God had a'ccomplifli'd all^ '" 
Man to create he dfd ^ cotincfl call : ' - ' ■" 
Employed hf8;'hanii,''tp give the dtfft hfe" tckJk 
A graceftil figure aiiATnajefHc Idok': 
With his o^«rn tfrekth; 'fconvey'd ititb his b«aft 
Life, and a f^l 'fit tb comitiand the ^reft. 
Worthy alcJWft to celfeferate his nanfe " 
For fbch i gift ; hhd tell from wh(*hde It <f atnr. 
Birds fmg his pfa{?fcs in a wilder nbtfej 
But not whh lifting numbers, And wiffi th6tlght } 
Man's great pref<Jg«ifive ! Btit ihovt ^fl ' ' 
His grace abounds \n his new favourife's fkll. 

If he crc|kte, Srlsi world he'rrrakwj 
If he be a^giy,-thS Creation fllakesl 
From his juft wrath our guilty' parents fled } 
He curft th* earth, but bmis'd thfe'iferpcnt^ hfcad> '~ 
Amidft tht ftorm, his bouncy did e!!tceed," ' 
In the rich promlfe of the Virgin's [feed : 
Though juftice death, as fatisfa^idn, crrf^es, ' -^ 

Love finds a way to pluck us from oorgraves. 
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C A N T o m. 

NO T willing terror (hould his image move ; 
I)e gives a pattern of eternal love $ 
His Son defcendsy to tieat a peace with thofe 
Which were, and muft have ever been^ his foes. 
Poor he became, aMd left his glorious feat. 
To make us humble, and to make us great s 
His buflnefs here was happinefs to give 
To thofe, whofe malice could not let him live. 

Legjions of Angels, which he might have usM, 
(For us refolv'd to perilh) he refus'd : 
While they ftood ready to prevent his lofs, 
Ldive took him up, and nail'd him to the Crofs. 
Immortal love ! which in his bowels reign'd. 
That we might be by fuch great love conilrain''d 
To make return of love : upon this Pole 
Our duty does, and our religion, roll. 
To love is to believe, to hope, to knowj^ 
'Tis an effay, a tafte of heaven below I 

He to proud potentates would not be known f 
Of .thofe that lov*d him, he was hid from none. 
Till love appear, we live in anxious doubt} 
But fmoke will vanifh when that flame breaks out} 
'This 18 the fire that would confume our drofs. 
Refine, and make us richer by the lofs. 

Could we forbear difpute, and pra£lifc love. 
We ihould agree^ a» Angels do above* 
C . ,. .• /) ? ' Wh«re 



Where love prcfides, not vice alone does find 
No entrance there, but virtues ftay behind : 
Both faith and hope, and all the meaner train 
Of moral virtues, at the door remain. 
Love only enters as a native there; 
For, born in heaven, ft does but fojoum hiere. 

He that alone Would wife and mighty be. 
Commands th^ others love as well as he. 
Love as he lovM !— How can we foar fo high ?— ♦ 
He can add wings. When he commands to fly. 
Nor (hould we be with this command difrtiay^dj 
He that examples gives, will give his aid : 
For he took flefti, that, where his precepts fail. 
His praftice, as a pattern, may prevail. 
His love at once, and dread, inftiiifl om* thought| 
As Man he fufferM, and as God he taught. 
Will for the deed he takes; we may vrith eafe 
Obedient be; for if we love, we pleafe. 
Weak though we are, to love is no hard talk. 
And love for love is all that Heaven does aik. 
Love ! that would all men juft and temperate makCf 
Kind to themfelves, and others for his fake. 

'Tis with our minds as with a fertile ground 5 
Wanting this love, they mud with weeds abound, 
(Unruly paiHons) whofe efFe6ls are worfe 
Thaa thorns and thiftletj fpringing from the curfct 
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CANTO IV. 

TO glory man, or mKerj, is born; 
Of his proud foe the envy or the fcom; 
Wretched he is, or hsyppy, in extreme $ 
Bafe in himfelf, but great in Heaven's efteem; 
With love, of all created things the beft: 
Without it, move pernicious than the reft* 
For greedy vrolves unguarded iheep devour 
But while their hunger lafts, and then give o*er; 
Man's boundlefs avarice his vrant exceeds, 
And on his neighbours round about him feeds* 

His pride and vain ambition are fo vaft, 
That, deluge-like, they lay whole nations wallei 
Debauches and excefs (though with left noife) 
As great a portion of mankind deftroy*. 
The beafts and monfters Hercules oppreft 
Might, in that age, fome provinces infeft : 
Thefe more deftruftive monfters are the bane 
Of every age, and in all nations reign : 
But foon would vanifli, if the world were blefs'd 
With facred love, by which they ai*e reprefs'd. 

Impendent death, and guilt that threatens hell^ 
Are dreadful guefts, which here with mortals dwell | 
And a vex'd confcience, mingling with their joy 
Thoughts of defpair, does their whole life annoy s 
But, love appearing, all thofe terrors fly 3 
Wc live contentedj and contented die» 

P z They 
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They in whofe breaft this facred love has place. 
Deadly as a paflage to their )oj, embrace. 
Clouds and thick vapcmrsy^ which obfcu're the day> 
The fun's victorious beams may chace awayj 
Thofe which our life comipt and darken, love 
(The ndbler ftarl) muft from die foul remove* 
Spots are obferv*d in that which bounds the yearj 
This brighter fun moves in a boundlefs fphere s 
Of Heaven die joy, the glory, and the light j 
Shines among Angels, and admits no night. 
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CANTO V. 

THIS iron age ((o fraudulent and bold!) 
't^oucVd with this love, would be an age of golds " 
Not, as they feignM, that oaks (hould honey drop. 
Or land neglected bear an unfown crop : 
Love would make all things eafy, fafe> and cheap; 
None for himfelf would either fow or reap :' 
Our ready help and mutual love would yield 
A nobler hai'veft than the richeft field ; 
Famine and death, confin'd to certain parts. 
Extended are by barrennefs of hearts. 
Some pine for want, where others furfeit now ; 
But then we (hould the ufe of plenty know^ 
Love would betwixt the rich apd needy (land ; 
And fpread Heaven's bounty with an equal hanJt 
At once the givers and receivers blefs j 
Increafc their joy, and make their fuffering lefs. 
Who for himfelf no miracle, would make, 
Difpens*d with feveral for the people's fake : 
He that, . long-fafting, would no wonder fhow. 
Made loaves and fifties, as they eat them, grow. 
Of all his power, which boundlefs was above. 
Here he us'd none, but to exprefs his love : 
And fuch a love would make our joy exceed. 
Not whsn our own, but other mouths, we feed. 

Laws would be ufelefs, which rude nature awe j 
Love, changing nature, would prevent the law : 
Tigers and lions into ^ens we thruft ; 
But milder creatuus with their freedom truft* 
^ P 3 DevilJ 
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Devils are chainM and tremble; but the Spoufe 

No force but love, nor bond but bounty^ know^. 

Men (whom we now fo fierce and dangerous fee} 

Would guardian-angels to each other be : 

Such wonders can this mighty love perform ; 

Vultures to doves, wolves' into lambs transform! 

Love what Ifaiah prophefy*d can do» 

Exalt the valle3rs> lay the mountains low; 

Humble the lofty, the rejected raife. 

Smooth and make ibeight our rough and crooked way^ 

Love, ftrong as death, and like it, levels ail ; 

With that poffeft, the great in title fall : 

Themfelves efteem but equal to the leaft. 

Whom Heaven with that high character has h\cik» 

This love, the centre of our union, can 

Alone beftow complete repofe on man : 

Tame his wild appetite, make inward peace,i 

And foreign ftrife among the nations ceafe. 

No martial trumpet Ihould difturb our reft. 

Nor Princes arm, though to fubdue the Eall| 

Where for the Tomb Co many Heroes (taught 

By thofe that guided their devotion) fought. 

Thrice happy we, could we like ardour have 

To gain his love, as they to win his grave I 

Love asi he lov'd • A love fo unconfinM, 

With arms extended, would embrace mankind* 

Self-love would ceafe, or be dilated, when 

We (hould behold as many felfs as men i 

An of one family, in blood ally'd. 

Hit precious bloody that for our ranfom dyM f 
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CANTO VI. 

THOUGH the cres^taon (fa divinely taugbtl) 
Prints fuch a limcly image on our liunig1lt»> 
That the firft fpark of new-created lights . 
From Chaoa fhooky affe£ls our pref^nt iight : 
Yet the firft Chriftians did cltcem more hlfift 
The day of rifing, than the day of reft; 
That dvery week might new occafion give. 
To make }fi\% trimnph>in their memory live*. 
Then let our Mufe compofe a facred charm. 
To keep his blood among us ever warm : 
And finging, as the Bleflcd do above, 
V^ith our laft breath dilate this flame of love.. 
But, on fo vail a fubje^l, who can find 
Words that may reach th* idea* of his mind f 
Our language fails : or, if it could fupply, 
What mortal thought can raife itfelf fo high f 
Defpairing here, vre might abandon art. 
And only hope to have it in our heart. 
But though we find this facred talk too hard. 
Yet the defign, th' endeavour, brings reward.. 
The contemplation does fufpend our woe. 
And make a truce with all tlie ills we know,. 
As SauPs afHi^ed fpirit, from the found 
Of David's harp, a prefent folace found : 
So on this theme while we our Mufe engage*. 
Na wounds ace felt^ of fortune or of age 
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On divine love to meditate is peace. 

And makes all care of meaner things to ceale* 

AmazM at once, and comforted, to fiiid 
A boundlefs Power fo infinitely kind ; 
The ibtil contending to that light to fly 
From her dark cell, we praf^ife how. to die s 
Employing thus the Poet's winged art. 
To reach -this love, and grave it in our heart. 
Joy fo complete, fo folid, and fevere. 
Would leave no place for meaner pleafures there: 
Pale they would look, as ftara that muft be gone» 
When from the eaft the rifmg fun comes on« 
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OF THE 

FEAR O F G O D- 

IN TWO CANTOS. 

c C A N T O I. 

THE fear of God is freedom, joy, and peace; 
And makes all ills that vex us here to ceafe ; 
Though the word Fear fome men may ill endure, 
'Tis fuch a fear as only makes fecure, 
Afk of no Angel to reveal thy fatej 
Look in thy heart, the mirror of thy ftate. 
He that invites will not th* invited mock $ 
Opening to all that do in eameft knock. 
Our hopes are all well-grounded on this fear j 
All our ^ffurance rolls upon that fphere. 
This fear, that drives all other fears away. 
Shaft be my fong; the morning of our day I 
Where tliat fear is, there 's nothing to be fear'dj 
It brings* from heaven an Angel for a guard: 
Tranquillity and peace this f6ar doed ^ve ; 
Hell gapes for thofe that do without it live. 
It is a beam, which he on man lets fall, ' 
Of light} by which ]ie made and governs all. 
i . \ * 'Til 
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'Tis God alone ihould not offended be ; 

But we pleafe others^ afr mere frefit than he» 

For a good caiife, the fufierings of man 

May well be borne : *tis more than Angels caitw 

MMjl fincei hi% fall, m bo i|i^m ftatUn rafts. 

Above the Angels, or below the beafts. 

He with true Joy their hearts does only fill. 

That thirft and' hunger to perf^ifm his will. 

Others, though rich, (hall in this world be vext i 

And fadly live, in terror of the next. 

The ♦ world's great conqueror would his^ point purfue^ 

And wept becaufe he eould not find a new : 

Which had he done, yet ^ill he w^uld have cry/d^ 

To make him work, until a third h» fpy'd. 

Ambition, avarice, will nothing owe 

To Heaven itfelf, unlefs it make them grctw. 

Though richly fed", man*s care dpes ftill exceed t 

Has but one mputh,, yet would a thoufand feed*. 

In wealth and honour, by fuch men pofTcft, 

If it encreafc; not, thei^e is found no i:efi:. 

All their delight is while their wiih comes in f 

Sad when k ftops, as ther£ had nothing been, 

*Tis flrange n^en ihould neglect t^eir prefent ftore^i, 

And take np joy,, but in purfuing, more 5. 

Ko ! though arrived at all the world ca;i aim: 

This is the m.ark and glory oi pur frame. 

A foul capacious qf the- Peity, 

Nothing, but h9 th9^% made, can iatisfy« 

* Alexander^ 

A thoufaniB- 
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A thoufand worlds, if we with him compare, 
X^fs than fo many drops of water are. 
Men take no pl^afure but in new deiigns : 
And what they hope for what they have outihines* 
Our fheep and oxen feem no more to crave f 
With full content feeding on what they have : 
Vex not themfehres for an encreafc of ftore 5 
But think to-morrow we ihall give them more*. 
What we from day to day receive from Heayenj^ 
They do from us expect it ihould be given. 
We made them not, yet they on us rely i 
More than vain men upon the Deity : 
More beads than they ! that will not underftand^ 
That we are fed from his immediate hand, 
Man, that in him has Being, moyes and lives^ 
What can he hkve or uCt but what he gives i 
€0 that no bread can nouriihment afford. 
Or ufeful be, without his Sacred WonU 
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CANTO 11. 
«** 

EARTH praifes conquerors foe (heddlng blood » 
Heaven* thofe that love their foes, and do then» 
good. 
It is terreftrial honour, to be crown'd 
For ftrWing men» like ruihes, on the ground. 
True glory 'tis to rife above them all. 
Without th* advantage taken by their falK 
He that in fight diminiihes mankind, 
Does Yio addition to his ftature find : 
But he that does a noble nature fhow> 
Obliging qthers, ftill does higher grow. 
For virtue pra£lis*d fuch an habit gives. 
That among men he like an Angel lives. ^ 

Humbly he dotli, and without envy, dwell j 
LovM and admirM by thofe he does excell. 
Fools anger fhew, which politicians hide: 
Bleft with this fear, men let it not abide. 
The humble man, when he receives a wrong> 
Kefers revenge to whom it doth belong. 
Nor fees he reafon why he (hould engage. 
Or vex his fpirit, for another's rage. 
PlacM on a rock, vain men he pities, tofl 
On raging waves, and in the tempeft loft* 
The rolling planets and the glorious fun 
Still keep that order which they firft begun » 
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They th^ir firft leiTon conftantly repeat^ 

Which their Creator, as a law, did fet* 

Above, ^ below, cxaftly all obey I 

But wretched oien have found another way.) -^ 

Knowledge of good and evil, as at firft, 

(That vain perfuaiion !) keeps them ftill accurfti 

The Sacred Word refuHng as a guide. 

Slaves they become to luxury and pride. 

As clocks, remaining in the (kilful hand 

Of fome great mailer, at the figure ftand j 

But when abroad, negle£led they do go. 

At random ftrike, and the falfe hour do ihow: 

So from our Maker wandering, we ftray $ 

Like birds that know not to their nefts the way* 

In him we dwelt before our exile here : 

And may, returning, find contentment there t 

True joy may find, perfe6lion of delight j 

Behold his face, and Ihun eternal night. 

Silence, my Mufe ! make not thefe jewels cheapo 
ExpoHng to the world too large an heap. 
Of all we read, the Sacred Writ is beftj 
Where great truths are in feweft words expreft* 

Wreftling with death, thefe lines I did indite | 
No other theme could give my foul delight. 
O, that my youth had thus employed my pen ! 
j^r that I now could write as well as then I 

But 
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But *ti8 of grace, if iickneft, age, and paia. 
Are felt as throes^ when we are bom again t 
Timely they come to wean we from this twtk^ 
As pangs dut wait Vjpen a itoond 4irtk» 
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DIVINE POESY; 

TWO CANTOS. 

Occafioned upon fight of the Llltd Chapter of IfniaJii; 
turned into Verfe by Mrs. Wharton, 



p 



CANTO I. 
O E T S we prize, when in their yerfe we findi 



Some great employment of a worthy Qiflid» 
Angels have been inquifitive to know 
The fecret, which this oracle does fhow. 
What was to come, Ifaiah did declare 5 
Which (he defcribes, as if (he had been there ; 
Had feen the wounds, which to the reader*s view 
She draws fo lively, that they bleed anew. 
As ivy thrives, which on the oak takes hold : 
So, with the Prophet^s, may her lines grow old I 
If they fhould die, who can the world forgive, 
(Such pious lines !) when wanton Sappho's live i 
Who with hh breath his image did infphre, 
£xpe£ls it fliould foment a nobler 'fhre : 
Not love which brutes, as Veil as men may knoiwf 
But love like his, to Whom that breath we dwc. 
Verfe fo defign'd, on that high fubje^l: wrote, 
1$ the perftftioii of m firdeiit thought t 

3 TM 
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The fmoke which we from burning incenfe raifc. 
When we complete the iacriiice of praife. 
In boundlefs verfe the fancy foars too high 
Jior any obje^l, but the Deity. , - 

^What mortal can with Heaven pretend to (hare 
In the fuperlatives of wife and fair ! 
A meaner fubjefl when with thefe we grace, 
A giant*s habit on a dwarf we place. 
Sacred fhould be the produ£l of our Mufe> 
Like that fweet oil, above all private ufe ; 
On pain of death forbidden to be madie. 
But when it ihould be on the altar laid, 
Verfe fiiews a rich ineftimable vein> 
When, droppM from heaven, 'tis thither fent again. 

Of bounty 'tis that he admits our praife. 
Which does not him, but us that yield it, raife. 
For, as that Angel up to heaven did rife. 
Borne on the flame of Manoah's facrifice: 
So,^wing'd with praife, we penetrate the iky f 
Teach clouds, and ftars, to praife him as we fly ^ 
The whole creation (by our fall made groan !) 
His* praife to echo, and fufpend their moan. 
For that he reigns all creatures (hould rejoice ; 
And we with fongs fupply their want of voice. 
The Church triumphant, and the Church below^ 
In fongs of praife their prefent union fliow : 
IpVeir joys are full ^ our expedation longj^ 
In life we difler, but we join in fong : 
Angels and we, afllfled by this art. 
May flng togcjher^ tl^ugh we •dwell apart* 
l\J Thus 
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Thus we reach heaven, while vainer poems muft 
No higher rife, than winds may lift the duft. 
From that they fpring; this, from his breath that gave 
To the fii-ft duft th* immortal foul we have. 
His pntife well fung (our great endeavour hei%) - 
Shakesr off the duft* and makes that breath appeac. 
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HE * that did firft this way of writing grac^». 
Conversed with die Almighty face to face $ 
Wonders He did in facred verfe unfold. 
When he had more than eighty winters told : ^ 
The writer feels no dire eflFeft of age j 
Nor verfe, that flows from fo divine a rage. 
Eldeft of Poets, he beheld the light, 
When firft it triumphM o'er eternal night : 
Chaos he faw ; and could diftin6lly tell 
How that confufion into order fell : 
As if confulted with, he has expreft 
The work of the Creator, and his reft s 
How the flobd drown'd the firft offending race^ 
Which might the figure of our globe deface. 
For new-made earth, fo even and fo fair, 
Lefs equal now, uncertain makes the airs 
SurprizM with heat and unexpe6led cold. 
Early diftempers make our youth look old t 
Our days fo evil, and fo few, may tell 
That on the ruins of that world we dwell. 
Strong as the oaks that nourifhM them, and high^ 
That long-liv'd race did on their force rely. 
Neglecting heaven. But we, of fhorter date I 
Should be more mindful of impendent Fate* 

• Mofes. 



To 



To worms, that crawl upon this fubbifh heftf, 

This fpan of life may yet tod lettg appear : 

Enough to humble, and to nlake us great^ 

If it prepare us for a nobler feat. 

Which well obfenring, he, in numerous lihes. 

Taught wretched man how faft his life declined t 

In whom he dwelt, before the world was made; 

And may again retire, when that (hall ftide. 

The lafting Iliads have not liv'd fo long. 

As his and Deborah's triumphant fong. 

Delphos unknown, no Mufe could them infptrOj 

But that which governs the celeftial choir. 

Heaven to the pious did this art reveal ; 

And from their ftore fucceedirig Poets fteal : 

Homdr^s Scamander for the Trojans foilght^ 

And fweird fo high, by her old Kifhoil taught : 

His river fcarce could fierce Achilles ftay 5 

Her's, more fuccefsful, fwept her foes away. 

The hoft of heaven, his Phoebus and his Mars, 

He arms ; in(faii6lcd by her fighting ftars. 

She led them all againft the common fOe : 

But he (mlMcd by what he faw below!) 

The Powers above, like wi-etched men, divides. 

And breaks their union into different fides. 

The noblefl: parts whicj^ in his Heroes fhine. 

May be but copies of that Heroine. 

Homer himfelf and Agamemnon fhe 

The writer could, and the commander, be. 

Truth fhe relates, in a fublimer flrain 

Than all the tales the boldefl Greeks could feign : 

Qj» For 
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For what (he Aing> that Spirit did indite. 
Which gave her courage and fuccefs in fight. 
A double garland crowns the matchlefs dame ; 
From Heaven her Poem and her Conqueft came. 

Though of the Jews ihe merit mbft efteem ; 
Yet here the Chriftian has the greater theme ; 
Her martial fong defcribes how Sifera fell ; 
This jEbdgs our triumph over death and hell. 
The riflng light employed the facred breath 
Of the bleft Virgin and Elizabeth. 
In fongs of joy the Angels fung his birth ; 
Here, how he treated was upon the earthy 
Trembling we read I th' affli^lion and the fcom. 
Which, for our guilt, fo patiently was borne ! 
Conception, birth, and fuffering, all belong 
(Though various parts) to one celeftial fong s 
And ihc, well ufmg fo divine an art. 
Has, in this concert, fung the tragic part. 

As Hannah's feed was vow'd to facred ufe^ 
So here this Lady confecrates her Mufe ; 
With like reward may Heaven her bed adorn^ 
With fruit as fair, as by her Mule is born I 
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\ .■ 
On the Paraphnfe on the LORD'S PRAYEJt^ 
Written by Mrs. W H A R T o n. : :. 

St L £ N C E9 ye winds ! liftcn ethcrial lights ! 
While our Urania fings what Heaven indites : 
The Numbers are the Nymph's 5 but from above 
Defcends the pledge of that eternal love. 
Here wi*etched mortals have not leave alonoy 
But are inftru£ted to approach *his throne : 
And how can he to miferable men 
!Deny requefts, which his own hand did pen? 

In the Evangelifts we find the profe ; 
Which, paraphrasM by her, a Poem grows j 
A devout rapture ! fo divine t hymn. 
It may become the higheft Seraphim ! 
For they, like her, in that ccleftial choir. 
Sing only what the Spirit doe* iafpire. 
Taught by our Lord, and theirs, with us they may 
For all, but pardon for offences, pray. 

Some Refle^ons of His upon the feveral Petitions in 
the fame Prayer. 

I. TT I S facred name, with reverence profound, 

•*• -*• Should mentionM be, and trembling at the 
It was Jehovah 5 'tis Our Father now j [found t . 

So low to us does Heaven vouchfafe to bow ! * 
He brought it down, that taught us how to pray 5 
And did fo dearly for our ranfom pay. 

* Pfalm xviii. o. 

Qj II. His 
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The foul's dark cottage, batter'd and decayed,- 
Lets in new light, through chinks that time has madet 
Stronger, by weaknefs, wifer men become. 
As they draw near to their eternal home s 
Leaving the old, both worlds at once they view. 
That ftand upon the threihold of the new* 

^ <€•#•• Miraturlimen Olympi." Vine. 
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E PIG R A M S, 
EPITAPHS, 

AND 

FRAGMENTS. 



Under aLADY'S PICTURE. 

SUCH Helen was ] and who can blame the * boy 
That in fo bright a flame confum^d his Ti-oy > 
But, had like virtue fliinM in that fair Greek, 
The amorous fhqpherd had not dar*d to feck. 
Or hope for pity 5 but, with filent moan, ' 

And better fate, bad perifhed alone. ^ 

Of a Lady who writ in Praife of MiRA. 

WH ILE fhe pretends to make the graces known 
Of matchlefs Mnra, flie reveals her own ; 
And, when flie would another^s praife indite. 
Is by her glafs inftru(5ted how to- write, 

• Paris, 

To 
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To oae married to fq old J^an. 

QINCE thou wouldft needs (bewitched with fome ill 
^ charms!) 

Be hury'd in thofe tnonumentaCannsik ^ 

AH we can wifli, is — May that earth lie light 
Upon thy tender limbs 1 a^d fo good night ! 

AN EPIGRAM 
On a Painted LADY with a> Teerfi. 

WERE men fo dwU they could not fee 
That Lyce painted 5 ihould they flee^ 
Like fimple birdt^ into a net, ' 

Sp grofsly voven^ J^nd ill-iet? . 
Her own teeth woui4 undo the knot^ 
And let all go that fhe had got. 
Thofe teeth fair Lyce muft not ftiow. 
If (he would bit;e : her lovers , though 
Like birds they ftqop at feeming grapes. 
Are difabus'd when firft (lie gapes ; 
The rotten bones diCcpvtfd there. 
Shew 'tis a painted fepulchre. 

EPIGRAM UPON THE GOLDEN MEDAL. 

OU R guard upon the royal fide 1 
On the revcrfe, our beauty's pride I 
Here we difcem the frown and fmile j 
The force and glory of our^Iile. 
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In the rich Medal, both fo like 

Immomlo ftsmd, it r«€«i» antiqiMS | 

CarvM by fome mailer, when the bold 

Gi'eeks roadedieir Jote defcend^ |Bokl| - ; 

And Danae ^dfidering at that fliower, ' 

Which, falling, ftorm^d her braacn towtfr. 

Britannia there, the Fort in vain 

Had batterM been with golden rain : 

Thunder itfelf had failed to pafs ; 

Virtue *s a ftroDger guard than brafs. 

« 
Written on a C?rd that ktr <» M A J E S T Y tore 
at Ombrb. 

THE cards you tear in value rife 5 
So do the wounded by your eyes. 
Who to cekftial tilings a(]^rei 
Are by that paffion rais'd the higher. 

To Mr. Grakvillb, (aftervMrds LordL4ifsi>owii) 
'^ndis Verfes to K. }am[£8 IT, 

AN eajL'ly plaijit ! which fuch a blpiTom b«aiit» 
And 4iew8 a gfinius fo beyond his yeaiV $ 
A judgment i that could make fo fair a choice j 
So high a fubje6):, to employ his voice : 
Still as it g^ows, how fweetly will he iing 
The growing greatnefs of our matchlefs King t 

• Q;^ Catharine. 

LONG 
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LONG AND SHORT LIFE. 

CI R C'L £ Sare pi^s'd, not that abound 
In largenefsy but th* exa£lly round ; 
^Oy life we praifey that does excel 
Not in much time, but acting well. 



TRANSLATED OUT OF SPANISH. 

THOUGH we maiy feem importunate. 
While your. companion we implore s 
They, whom you make too fortunate. 
May with prefumption vex you more. 



TRANSLATED OUT OF FRENCH. 

FADE, flowers, fade ; nature will have it fo 
*Tis but what we muft in our autumn do ! 
And, as your leaves lie quiet on the ground. 
The lofs alone by thofe that lov'd them found : 
So> in the grave, (hall we as quiet lie j 
MifsM Iff Tome few that lov*d our company. 
But fome £o like to thorns and nettles live. 
That none for them can, when they periih, griey< 
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Some VCI^SESofan impeifea C O P Yj| 

Defigned for a Friendy 

On his Tranflation of Ovid's Fasti.. 

ROME'S holy days you tell, as if a gueft 
With the old Romans you were wont to feaf!* 
Numa's religion, by themfelves beliey'd. 
Excels the tfue, only in ihcw receiv'd. 
They made the nations roiud about them bow^. 
With their Diflators taken from the plough s 
Such power has juftice, faiths and honefty V 
The world was conquerM by morality. 
Seeming devotion does but gild a knave. 
That 's neither faithful, honeft, juft> nor brave i 
But, where religion does with virtue join. 
It makes a Hero like an Angel ihine.. 



On the Statue of King Charles tfie FiRsr* 
at Charing-Cro&s. 

In the Year 1674. 

THAT the Firft Charles does here in triumph ridei 
See his Son reign, where he a Martyr dy'd j 
And people pay that reverence, as they poft, 
(Which then he wanted 1) to the iacred brafs | 
Is not th' effedl of gratitude alone. 
To which we owe the ftatue and the ftone«. 

But 
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But Heaven this lafting monument has wrought^ 
Thit mortahs miy ct»h\al!y be taught, 
Rebellion, though iucetftfult is but vain j 
And Kings fo kill'd rife conquerors again. 
This truth the royal image does proclaim. 
Loud as the trumpet of furviTtng Fame. 

PRIDE. 

NOT the brftTC • Maeedonian Youth alone j 
But baft Caligula, when on the throne, 
Boundlefs in power, %wMiki make himftlf a God j 
As if the world dependiid oti his nod. 
The f Syrian King to beafts wa« headloog thrown^ 
Ere to himfelf he could be mortal known. 
The meaneft wretch, if Heaven ihould give him lint. 
Would never (top, till he were thought divine t 
All might within difcerfi the ferpent^s pride, 
If from ourfelves nothing ourfelves did hide. 
Let the proud peacock his gay feathei*s fprcad. 
And woo the female to his painted bed : 
Let winds and feas together rage and fwell t 
This nature teaches, and becomes them well. 
) Pridf was not mads far mm s a e^nfcious fenie 
Of guilt and folly, and their confequence^ 
Deftroys the claiin : and to beholders telU» 
Here nothing, but the Ihape of maobood, dwells « 

♦ Alexantief. 

f Nebuchadn«ittar. 

{ Eecltis, x.^. 

EPITAPH 



EPITAPH ON SIR GEORGE SPEKE. 

UNDER this ftone lies virtue^ yoadi» 
Unblemi(hM probity, and truth i 
Juft unto all relations known, 
A worthy patriot, pious fon : 
Whom neighbouring towns fo often ftnt. 
To give their fenfe in Parliament ; 
With lives and fortunes trufting one. 
Who fo difcreetly us'd his own. 
Sober he was, wifb, tcmperatfe j 
Conttnted with an old eftate. 
Which no foul avarice did increaft. 
Nor wanton luxury make Ifefs. 
While yet but young, his father dy'd. 
And left him to an happy guide : 
Not Lemuel's mother with more care 
Did counfel or inftruft her heir 5 
Or teach with more fuccefs her Ton 
The vices of the time to fliun. 
An heirefs flie ; while yjst alive. 
All that was her's to him did give i 
And he juft gratitude did ihow 
To one that had obliged him fo : 
Nothing too much for her he thought. 
By whom he was fo bred and taught. 
So (early niade that path to tread. 
Which did his youth to honour lead) 
His ihort liib did A puttem givt, 
• How neighbours, huibands, friends, flionld live. 

The 
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The virtixes of a private life 
Exceed the glorious noife and ftrife^ 
Of battles won : in thofe we find 
'fhe foiid intereil of mankind. 

Approved by all, and lov'd fo well. 
Though young, like fruit that 's ripe, he felL 

EPITAPH on CDlo^el CHARLES CAVENDISH- 

HERE lies Charles Ca*ndiih : let the marble, 
ftone, 
That hides his afhes, make his virtue known. 
Beauty and valour did his ihort life grace y 
The grief and glory of his noble race ! 
Early abroad he did the world furvey, 
As if he knew he had not long to ftay t- 
Saw what great Afexander in the Eaft, 
And mighty Julius conquered in the Weft, 
Then, with a mind as great as theirs, he came 
To find at home occafion for his fame : 
Where dai'k confufion did the nations hide,. 
And where the jufter was the weaker fide. 
Two loyal brothers took their Soveneign's part,. 
Employed their wealth, their courage, and their arts. 
The * elder did whole regiments aiFprd ; 
The younger brought his conduft aiid his fword*. 



William Earl of Devonfhire*. 



Worn 
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Born to command, 1 leader he beguny 
And on the rebels lafting honour won : 
The Horfe, infti-ufked^y their General^s worth, 
Still made the King vi6lori6us itt the North : 
Where Ca'ndi(h fought, the Rpyalifts prevailM; 
Neither his courage nor his judgment faiPd : 
The current of his vi6):ori6S found no flop. 
Till Cromwell came, hi& party^s chiefeft prop. 
Equal fuccefs had fet thefe champions high. 
And both refoIvM to conquer or to die : 
Virtue with rage, fury with valour, ibrove j 
But that muft fall which is decreed above ! 
Cromwell, with odds of number and of fate, 
.Removed this bulwark of the Church smd State: 
W^hich the fad iffue of the war declared, 
And made his taik, to ruii;il>oth, lefs hard. 
So when the bank negle^ed is overthrown, 
The boundlefs torrent does the country drown. 
Thus fell the young, the lovely, and the brave ; • 
Strew bays and flowers upon his honoured grave ! 

EPITAPH ON THE LADY SEDLEV, 

HERE lies the learned Savil's heir; 
So early wife, and laiting fair ! 
That none, except her years they told. 
Thought her a child, or thought her old. 
All that her father knew, or got. 
His art, his wealth, fell to her lot ; 
And flie fo well improvM that ftock, 
Bolh of his knowledge and his flock ; 

R That 
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That Wit and Fortune, reconciled 

In her, upon each other fmird. 

While fhe to every well -taught mind 

Was fo propitioufly inclined. 

And gave fuch title to her ftore. 

That none, but th* ignorant, were poor* 

The Mufes daily found fupplies. 

Both from her hands and from her eyes j 

Her bounty did at once engage. 

And matchlefs beauty warm their rage. 

Such was this dame in calmer days. 

Her nation^s ornament and praife ! 

But when a ftorm dilhirb'd our reft. 

The port and refuge of th' oppreft. 

This made her fortune underftood. 

And lookM on as fome public good | 

So that (her perfon and her ftate 

Exempted from the common fate) 

In all our civil fury (he 

Stood, like a facred temple, free. 

May here her monument ftand fo. 

To credit this rude age ! and Ihow 

To future times, that even we 

Some patterns did of virtue fee » 

And one fublime example had 

Of good, among fo many bad. 



EPITAPH, 
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EPITAPH, 

To be written under ttic Latin Infcription upon tht 
Tomb of the only Son of the Lord AndoVer. 

"TTS fit the Englifli readei- fhould be- told, 

-*- In our own language, what this tomb does hold* 
'Tis not a noble corpfe alone does lie. 
Under this ftone, but a whole family : 
His parents*' pious care, their name, their joy,« 
And all their. hope, lies. buried with this boy: 
This lovely youth ! for whom wc all m^de moan,. 
That knew his worth,, as he had been our own. 

Had there been fpace,. and years enough allowM^. 
His courage, wit, and breeding to have fhow'd. 
We had not found, in all the numerous roll 
Gf his famM anceftors, a greater fouli 
His early virtues to that ancient ftock 
Gave as much. honour as from thence. he took.. 

Like buds appearing ere the frofts are paft. 
To become man he made fueh fatal haite ; 
And to perfe£lion laboured fo to climbs 
Preventing flow experience and time j 
That 'tis no wonder death our hopes beguil'd : 
He *s.feldom old> that will not be a child*. 
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EPITAPH, UNFINISHED. . 

GREAT foul ! for whom death will no longer fti 
But fends in haite to fnatch our blifs away. 
O cruel death ! to thofc yon tike more kind. 
Than to the wretched mortals left behind ! 
Here beauty, youth, and noble virtue fhinM; 
Free from the clouds of pi-ide that fliade the mind* 
Infpired vctfe may on this marble live. 
But can no honour to thy afhes give.— — 



T H 
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On Hb1«ry Dunch, fefq; 

In Newington Church in Oxfordfhire, x68i^ 



HERE lies the prop and glory of his race. 
Who, that no time his memory may deface^ 
His grateful wife> under this fpcaking ftone 
His afhes hid, to make his merit known. 
Sprung from an opulent and worthy line, 
Whofe well-us^d fortune made their virtues (hine^ 
A rich example his fair life did give. 
How others ftiould with their relations live. 
A pious fon, a hufband, and a friend. 
To neighbours too his bounty did extend 
So far, that they lamented when he died. 
As if all to him had been near allied. 
His curious youth would men and manners knowj 
Which made him to the fouthern nations go. 
Nearer the fun, though they more civil feem. 
Revenge and luxury have their efteem ; 
Which well obferving, he returned with more 
Value for England than he had before ; 
Her true religion, and her ftatutes too. 
He pra^ifed not lefs than feek'd to know i 

•RS And 
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And the whole country grievM for their ill fatej^ 
To lofe fo good, fo juft a magiftrate. 
To fhed a tear may readers be inqlin^d^ 
And pray for one he only left behind | 
Till fhe who does inherit his eftate,, 
May virtue love like him, and vices hate^ 
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ON THE WEST END. 

EDMUNDI WALLER HIC JACET ID 
^ANTUM MORTI CE8SIT; QUI INTER 

POETAS SUI TEMPORIS FACILE 

PRINCEPS, LAUREAM, QUAM MERUIT 

ADOLE6CENS, OCTOGENARIUS HAUD 

ABDICAVIT. HUIC DEBET PATRIA 

LINGUA QUOD CREDAS, SI GR^ffiCE ^ 

LATINEQUE INTERMITTERENT, M^SJB, 

LOQJJI AMARENT ANGLICE. 
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ON THE SOUTH SIDE. 

HEUS, VIATOR I TUMULATUM VIDES 

EDMUNDUM WALLER, QUI TANTI 

NOMINIS POETA, ET IDEM AVITIS 

OPIB0S, INTER PRIMOS SPECTABILIS, 

MUSIS SE DEDIT, ET PATRI^, 

NONDUM OCTODECENNALIS, INTER 

ARDUA REGNI TRACTANTES SEDEM 

HABUIT, A BURGO DE AGMONDESHAM 

MISSUS. HIC VLTJE CURSUS 5 NEC 

ONERI DEBUIT SENEX; VIXITQUE 

SEMPER POPULO CHARUS, PRINCIPIBUS 

IN DELICIIS, ADMIRATIONI OMNIBUS. 

HIC CONDITUR TUMULO SUB EODEM 

RARA VIRTUTE ET MULTA PROLE 

KOBILIS UXOR, MARIA EX BRESSYORUM 

FAMILIA, CUM EpMUNDO WALLER, 

CONJUGE CHARISSIMOi ^iJJEM TER ET 

DECIES LiETUM FECIT PATREM, V FI- 

LIIS, FILIABUSVIH; QJJOS MUNDO 

' DEDIT, ET IN COELUM REDIIT. 

ON 
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ON THE EAST END. 

EDMUNDUS WALLER CUI HOC MARMOR 

SACRUM EST, COLESHILL NASCENDI 

LOCUM HABUIT5 CANTABRIGTAM 

STUDENDI; PATREM ROBERTUM ET 

EX HAMPDEN A STIRPE MATREMs 

COEPIT VIVERE III» MARTII, A. D. MDCV. 

PRIMA UXOR ANNA EDWARDI BANKS 

FILIA UNICA H^RES. EX PRIMA BIS 

PATER FACTUS; EX SECUNDA 

TREDECIES ; CUI ET DUO LUSTRA 

SUPERSTES, OBIIT XXI OCTOB. 

A. D. MDCLXXXVII. 

ON THE NORTH SIDE. 

HOC MARMORE EDMUNDO WALLER 

MARIJEQUE EX SECUNDIS NUPTIIS 

CONJUGI, PIENTISSIMIS PARENTIBUS, 

PIISSIMF PARENT AVIT EDMUNDUS 

FILIUS HONORES BENE-MERENTIBUS 

EXTREMOS DEDIT QUOS IPSE FUGIT. 

EL. W. I. F. H. G. EX TESTAMENT© 

H. M. P. IN JUL. MDCC. 
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